
S
hepherdstow

n M
inisterial Association

P.O
. B

ox 1
2

1
2

S
hepherdstow

n, W
V 2

5
4

4
3

N
on-profit O

rganization
U

.S
. Postage
PAID

S
hepherdstow

n, W
V 2

5
4

4
3

Perm
it N

o. 3
3

Patron
P.O

. B
oxholder

R
ural R

oute B
oxholder

30 Years
FREE

but not cheap

WINTER 2009

F
R

E
E

but not cheap
W

IN
TE

R
 2009

“N
aked A

pple T
ree” by M

ike A
u

stin

“Hei Kruis (Belgian Convent)” by Mike Austin

63307_GNNP_Wint09.indd   12 12/7/09   12:25 PM



2

Contents
WINTER 2009

23

If you are not already receiving the GOOD NEWS PAPER we will be happy to send it to you free of 
charge. Fill in and mail this coupon.

Name:  ______________________________________________________________________

Address:  ______________________________________________________________________

Town:  ______________________________________________ ZIP: _________________

GOOD NEWS PAPER
P.O. Box 1212 • Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Cover Artist

Issue 124
Vol. XXXI No. 4
Established May 1979
PUBLISHER
Shepherdstown Ministerial Association
ADVISORY GROUP
Mary Ann Clark
Marjorie Dower
Cindy Keller
Tobey Pierce
Joan Snipes
Martin Sibley
Michael Schwartz
EXECUTIVE EDITOR
Randall W. Tremba
EDITORS
Hunter Barrat
Nan Broadhurst
Al Henderson
Claire Stuart
Ed Zahniser
FORMER EDITORS
Martha Jane Snyder
Quinith Janssen
Malcolm Ater
Bob Naylor
Cassie Bosley
Tara Bell
Naomi Rohrer
Susan Ford Pritchard
Anne Winter
PRE-PRODUCTION EDITOR
Libby Howard
SENIOR DESIGNER
Melinda Schmitt
DIGITAL IMAGE EDITOR
Nan Doss
PHOTOGRAPHERS
Lars Wigren
Marc Rutherford
Sarah Dolecki
Ruth Weese
TYPISTS
Kathy Reid
Mary Ann Strider
COPY EDITORS
Rie Wilson
Claire Stuart
PROOFREADERS
Betty Lou Bryant
John Foxen
Al Henderson
DISTRIBUTION
Dabney Chapman (ret)
Clyde Kernek (ret)
John Van Tol (ret)
Hank Buckner (ret)
Kitty & Ed Kelly
TREASURER
Alex Shaw
DESIGN & LAYOUT
Lori Jenkins, HBP, Inc.

Circulation: 13,000 copies printed
Bulk mail (11,200)
Shepherdstown all patrons (3,450)
Kearneysville PO, RR 1-4 (3,000)
Shenandoah Jct (800)
Harpers Ferry PO, RR 1,3 (2,250)
Bakerton (80)
Martinsburg RR 3 (620)
Sharpsburg PO, RR 2 (1,060)
Direct mail by request (1,000)
Stacks: area restaurants, shops, and visitor centers
(1,000)

Address
GOOD NEWS PAPER, P.O. Box 1212
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Telephone (304) 876-6466 • FAX (304) 876-2033
Copyright 2009
Shepherdstown Ministerial Association, Inc.
All rights revert to the author on publication. The
opinions expressed do not necessarily reflect the
views of the Advisory Group or the publishers.

W I N T E R  2 0 0 9  •  G O O D  N E W S  P A P E R

Subscription Form

Counseling & Depth 
Psychotherapy

Individuals    Couples    Adults    Children

Blue Ridge
Community & 

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

DaviD a. Camilletti
ATTORNEY AT LAW

Campbell u Miller u Zimmerman, P.C.
201 North George Street, Suite 202

Charles Town, WV 25414

DCamilletti@cmzlaw.com
(304) 725-5325

Fax: (304) 724-8009
LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street

ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

Benjamin Moore • J. Norton Finishes
Carpet • Ceramic • Vinyl • Laminate • Hardwood

www.CTWallsandFloors.com

(304) 725-1461 86 Somerset Blvd.
 Charles Town, WV 25414

K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

Direct 304/876-9025
Cell 304/876-9807
Fax 304/876-0671

smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
                                             P.O. Box 35

Shepherdstown, WV 25443

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Schmitt Construction Company

James A. Schmitt P.O. Box 428
(304) 876-2462 Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE            Various size units available from
       5’ x 5’  to  10’ x 25’

P.O. Box 3153 • Shepherdstown, WV 25443 • (304) 876-3136
Off Route 45 one mile west of Shepherdstown

   Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

Old Town Center P.O. Box 209
Suite 9 Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 (304) 876-6729

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

304-876-6907
205 E. Washington Street • RFD#2, Box 833

(Rt. 230 E. and Railroad Crossing)
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

MADDEX PROFESSIONAL CENTER
Route 45 West
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
(304) 876-2230

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

 (304) 876-3000
 (877) 884-BIKE
 www.thepedalpaddle.com
 115 German Street
 Shepherdstown, WV

W.H. KNODE’S SONS
Fa r m  &  H o m e  S u p p l i e S

P.O. Box 10 Phone 304.876.6900

Shepherdstown, W.Va. 25443 Fax 304.876.2600

“Six Generations of Community Service”

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

      Cathryn Polonchak  
                L.I.C.S.W.

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV 304-876-3022
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and games that inspire  

a child’s natural creativity  
& imagination!

Visit our New Larger Store!
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There is something selfish in all of us particularly when we see or perceive something unusual, especially interesting from 
our perspective, or just simply beautiful. I find myself wanting to capture it, to somehow posses it and keep it—like a little 
boy chasing butterflies. That is why drawing and painting is such an important part of my life.                     —Mike Austin
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She out of her poverty has put in everything she had—
all she had to live on.

Gambling is legal in Jefferson County. At every 
Sheetz and corner store, you can buy State 
Lottery tickets. At Charles Town Races and 

Slots you can gamble at machines and on horses and 
now as a result of the December 5 referendum, table 
games are another option. I do not endorse gambling. 
Nor do I advocate its prohibition. After all, legal pro-
hibition of alcohol failed miserably last century in this 
country.

I believe alcohol and gambling should be avail-
able in a free society. We sure don’t want the Christian 
Taliban running our local, state, or federal government. 

I’ve been told that many people enjoy gambling at 
Charles Town Races and Slots. Some patrons lose a lot 
of money but still have plenty left over. To them it’s a 
harmless game, a form of recreation. Others, however, 
like the widow in the gospel story below drop in their 
last cent hoping against hope for financial salvation.

As Jesus taught, he said, “Beware of the scribes, 
who like to walk around in long robes, and to be 
greeted with respect in the marketplaces, and to have 
the best seats in the synagogues and places of honor 
at banquets! They [however] devour widows’ houses 
[and assets] and for the sake of appearance say long 
prayers. They will receive the greater condemnation.”

[While in Jerusalem] Jesus sat down opposite 
the treasury [collection receptacles], and watched the 
crowd putting money in. Many rich people put in large 
sums. Then a poor widow came and put in two small 
copper coins, which are worth a penny. Jesus called his 
disciples over and said to them, “Truly I tell you, this 
poor widow has put in more than all those who are con-
tributing to the treasury. For all of them have contrib-
uted out of their abundance; but she out of her poverty 
has put in everything she had, all she had to live on.” 
(Mark 12:38–44)

Yes, I believe alcohol and gambling should be 
available in a free society. I also believe alcohol and 
gambling should be regulated to minimize adverse con-
sequences and taxed to fund programs to rehabilitate 
those trapped in destructive addictions. I also believe 
people should be educated about the consequences of 
certain behavior and warned against deceitful entice-
ments dangled by promoters of drinking and gambling. 
This essay is such a warning.

Alcohol has ruined many lives and households 
despite the glamour and humor portrayed in television 
commercials. Gambling, too, has ruined lives, house-
holds and local economies despite the cheery scenarios 
forecast by the gaming industry. Drinkers and gamblers 
beware. Citizens beware.

All historic faith and ethical traditions agree. 
Sobriety leads to health and success. Drunkenness does 
not. Profits from hard and honest work benefit persons 
and societies. Profits won from gambling, lotteries, or 
Ponzi schemes more often than not destroy people and 
societies.

Still, I believe alcohol and gambling should be avail-
able in a free society. After all, choice is a good thing.

Some people believe that freedom of choice is the 
highest possible good. I don’t. That kind of freedom is 
a seductive lie. According to many faith traditions, the 
highest good is not choice per se but rather the ability—
the strength, courage, and wisdom—to choose what is 
right, holy, and wholesome. Such choices come from 
hearts, minds, and bodies cultivated by virtuous habits 
not from mere license to do whatever one pleases.

Beware: some economic philosophies overrate 
human freedom and human goodness. We are not all 
free to the same degree. Not even close.

Jesus watched people make their donations to the 
Temple. Jesus was following the money. He saw rich 
people put in large sums of money with great fanfare. And 
then he saw a poor widow put in two small copper coins.

By the way, the “Temple” in this story is not the 
equivalent of “church.” The Temple was the institutional 
hub of that nation. Giving to the Temple was as much a 
patriotic act as it was an act of spirituality. That widow, 
we might say, gave her last cent to the nation, the way 
some parents give their children to the nation because 
sometimes their children, unlike more privileged chil-
dren, can’t find any other job. Their choices are severely 
restricted.

Some give nearly all they have to the nation; others 
get to keep their wealth and their children close by. We 
are not all free to the same degree.

Jesus said, beware of the scribes—those who 
inscribe laws and policies.

That was then. This is now. Today we might 
say: Beware of the Republicans—but then that is so 
last year! Instead today we must say: Beware of the 
Democrats!

This gospel story urges us to beware of deceit, 
dishonesty, and injustice hiding behind piety. At first 
reading it appears that Jesus commends the widow’s 
extreme act of devotion to God. But I suspect some-
thing else is going on, especially in the light of Jesus’ 
pointed criticism of the Temple and its ruling elite. 
Jesus frequently denounced the Temple and its practices 
even though it was as much a part of Jewish identity 
as the crucifixion is a part of Christian identity and as 
capitalism is part of American national identity.

Jesus spoke out even though it sounded unpatri-
otic. He decried the Temple practices but lifted up the 
prophetic voice from his tradition. What does the Lord 
require? Not bloody sacrifices. God requires justice, 
kindness and humility. (Micah)

With biting sarcasm Jesus condemned a rigged 
economic system inscribed in law and draped in piety. 
Read his comment with anger in your voice and you’re 
closer to the truth.

All of the rich have contributed out of their abun-
dance; but she out of her poverty has put in everything 
she had, ALL SHE HAD TO LIVE ON for cryin’ out loud.

In that society “widows and orphans” were the 
icons of economic vulnerability. This singular “widow” 
represents people, counties, states, and nations victim-
ized by predators who, for example, promise jobs and 
prosperity and then destroy beautiful mountains in one 
state and run away with the profits to their own states.

Not everything legal is right.

Members of the scribal class were legally 
appointed to manage the financial affairs of widows. 
Many took advantage. There were exceptions but not 
enough to erase their reputation for fraud and exploita-
tion. Beware of the scribes.

This may not sound like the “Jesus” some of us 
know and love. But, as it turns out, there’s more to 
Jesus than “making nice” with everybody. After all, 
there’s more to love than condoning all behavior. Pieties 
of all sorts are used to disguise injustice, greed, dishon-
esty, and cruelty. Not all criminals wear masks or carry 
guns. Some wear suits and skirts, have seats on corpo-
rate boards and in Congress, or preach from lofty pul-
pits. Some salute the flag and the Ten Commandments 
five times a day!

Beware, says Jesus. Beware of people and institu-
tions that love civic honors but mistreat the poor—not 
by overt cruelty but by covert policies that protect 
power and privilege while pressing others deeper and 
deeper into debt and desperation.

Beware. Be vigilant. Follow the money. Notice 
who gains and who loses. Be aware of those who suf-
fer under the pious rhetoric of freedom, compassion, 
democracy, capitalism, or big government’s benevolent 
hand.

Beware.
Beware of those who claim we can wildly borrow 

our way into prosperity, mount tons of national debt, 
pretend there’s a free lunch, and flippantly ignore the 
consequences upon future generations who will have to 
pay our credit card bills. That is not justice. That is not 
kindness. That is no way to care for the poor.

Beware.
Beware of those who praise freedom and free mar-

kets without being truthful about the human condition, 
which is to say: some people are born into privilege and 
privileged positions. Most are not. Those are basic facts 
of life on this planet. The great wisdom tradition—from 
Moses to the prophet Amos to Jesus to the Apostle 
James to St. Francis to William Wilberforce to Mother 
Theresa to Martin Luther King Jr.—confronts and 
exposes the injustice of legal systems rigged against the 
poor under the guise of piety.

We have an obligation to keep an eye on society’s 
treatment of the poor. But we mustn’t be stupid, mushy 
headed, and romantic.

We mustn’t think financial aid alone will solve the 
problems of poverty. After all, as Jesus said, we can’t 
live on bread alone. We need art, poetry, music, dance, 
hope, and freedom in order to thrive. We can’t live on 
bread alone. But then, no one lives very long without 
bread. So we must foster conditions that create ethical 
wealth and jobs for more and more people.

So how do we care for the “widow and orphan?” 
How do we care for the vulnerable? The way a shepherd 
cares for his sheep. Sometimes gently—with anointing 
oil and fresh water. Sometimes by vigorously defending 
them from predators. And sometimes by leading them 
to green pastures where they can flourish in freedom on 
their own.
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Epiphany Vespers and High Tea
Sunday, January 6, 2010

Christ Reformed Church
304 E. German St.

Shepherdstown, W.Va.

Tea at 6 p.m.
Vespers at 7 p.m.

Guest organist Dorothy Papadakos

Internationally known for organ improvisations blending both jazz and classical genres,
Papadakos spent 13 years as the organist of the Cathedral of St. John the Divine in New York City.

Key
 Byliners ($150–$300 gifts)

 Patrons ($100–$125 gifts)

 Partners ($25–$75 gifts)

 Friends ($5-–$20 gifts)

Let us know if your donation  
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(304) 876-6466.
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3122

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister

Telephone: 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus

Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets 

Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10:00 a.m. 
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays 
3:00 p.m. year-round in the Reading Room 

Christian Science Reading Room, located at  
203 S. Princess Street, is open Mondays and Wednesdays 

(except holidays) from noon until 3 p.m.

Telephone: 876-2021 
Sentinel radio program Sundays 7 a.m. 

on WINC 92.5 FM

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, Priest Associate

The Rev. Susan McDonald, Priest Associate
Telephone: (304) 876-6990

Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

Unity of Shepherdstown
Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy

Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.

Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops

Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org

New Street United Methodist
Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: 876-2362

Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.
www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436

Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets
Fred Soltow, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
Children’s Church: 11:15 a.m.

Sunday Evening Worship & Bible Study: 6:15 p.m.

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
Sunday Worship: 9:00 a.m.

Children’s Church: 9:15 a.m.

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: 876-3856

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

In these times with so much reli-
gious conflict around the world, it is 
inspiring to see a local church like 

St. Joseph’s in Martinsburg reach out to 
a community in need. This is a time of 
hardship, and economic difficulties are 
amplified for those individuals near the 
bottom of the labor market and those 
who have newly arrived in the United 
States. For generations, Hispanic work-
ers have journeyed to the United States 
and have fulfilled a tremendous assort-
ment of needs in our country, and like 
many others, this group has been severely 
impacted during the current financial 
crisis.

The Hispanic community in 
Berkeley and Jefferson Counties is hurt-
ing. Across the country, many politicians 
have denigrated immigrants as scape-
goats for our current hardships. Many 
immigrants have lost their jobs; the 
slightest infraction of the law can get a 
family member deported. Social services 
and financial assistance are not openly 
advertised for or easily accessed by the 
Hispanic community, and there is a new 
sense of isolation and ostracism. In addi-
tion, many churches have not demonstra-
bly opened their arms to our Hispanic 
neighbors, nor do they offer their Sunday 
service in Spanish. A notable exception is 
St. Joseph’s Parish in Martinsburg.

Every Sunday at 1 p.m., hundreds 
of county residents show up to attend a 
refreshing Mass and social encounter at 
St. Joseph’s Parish Church. More remark-
ably, St. Joseph’s continues to care for 
individuals and families throughout the 
week, by way of a program unique to 
the region: Hispanic Outreach Services. 
This creative program is run by a radi-
ant, compassionate, selfless Sister, Judith 
Rojas.

Sister Judith worked for years with 
the communities suffering abuses in 
Colombia. A human rights advocate, 
Sister Judith brought the energy of her 
mentor, St. Vincent de Paul, to our region 
three years ago, and she has had a  
tremendous positive impact on the lives 
of hundreds of county residents. The 
Hispanic Outreach Services collaborates 
with other local agencies such as St. 
Vincent de Paul (St. Joseph Conference 
and San Juan Diego Conference), 
Elizabeth Regalos Foundation, Catholic 

Charities Immigration Services, 
Shenandoah Clinic, Telamon, C-CAP and 
St. Joseph’s Angels.

Last spring, some local volunteers 
began assisting the Hispanic Ministries 
Program and were amazed with the broad 
effect such a small program could have. 
With a minimal budget and one part-time 
paid assistant, Sister Judith organizes 
resources and makes miracles happen for 
so many folks facing the most serious 
challenges. She administers emergency 
funds for St. Joseph Parish, and refers 
families most in need of assistance to 
the Elizabeth Regalos Agency, a West 
Virginia relief fund targeted at Hispanics 
in need.

Sister Judith coordinates translations 
for individuals going to court, for people 
being incarcerated and those being 
deported. Often families are not even told 
where their loved ones are being held.

The Hispanic Ministries offers assis-
tance with:
•	 Bilingual course to obtain citizenship 
•	 Translation
•	 Interpretation
•	 Transportation
•	 Emergency assistance
•	 Registering with the DHHR (for 

documented residents), accessing food 
stamps, child care, WIC, etc.

•	 Developing payment schedules for 
past-due bills (grants for electricity, 
water, and rent payments)

•	 Referrals to women’s shelters
•	 Free meals
•	 Lessons in English (ESL) & “life skills”
•	 Computer classes 

The Hispanic Outreach Services 
accepts donations, and welcomes  
volunteers from interested community 
members, local churches, and civic  
organizations. For example, a group  
from Shepherdstown Presbyterian  
Church has volunteered to teach ESL.

“We were so impressed with the 
positive attitudes of the students, ranging 
in age from 17 through 70. They seemed 
so ‘hungry for knowledge’ and were very 
much appreciative of our efforts. They 
all seemed serious and enthusiastic about 
wanting to learn English,” one volunteer 
shared.

Another volunteer, Sarah Soltow, 
said, “Sister Judith worked very hard to 
bring another ESL class to the Hispanic 
population of Martinsburg, and her 
efforts were rewarded with a class of 
about 25 people every Monday morning 
throughout the summer! It was a joy to 
be part of that teaching experience. Sister 
Judith built it and—they came!”

For more information, please contact 
Sister Judith Rojas, D.C., at 336 S. Queen 
St., Martinsburg, WV; (304) 267-7307.

An afterword of appreciation from 
Sister Judith for Toby Raphael’s 
work with her program.

Toby Raphael died unexpectedly on 
November 4, 2009.

Talking to (or about) his family made 
Toby’s eyes sparkle like nothing else, 
leaving no doubt that family was number 
one. Toby was a best friend of so many, 
in the truest sense of the word. He was 
so sincere, so generous and selfless. His 
heart was open. Toby was nonjudgmental. 
He genuinely loved helping others. In 
fact, Toby seemed happiest when he was 
assisting others. He was a visionary. He 
was so creative. He could look at (what 
seemed to be) an insurmountable project, 
methodically simplify it, and complete it.

Toby didn’t like to spend money on 
new things, but would not hesitate to 
buy food, give money or things to the 
poor and less fortunate. His generos-
ity of spirit, generosity of sharing his 
knowledge, and his generosity of giving 
his own material things to others was 
unmatched. He was a “giver.”

Toby was at the top of his game 
professionally, but health issues pushed 
him into an early retirement. After much 
discussion, he decided that with this 
newfound time on his hands, he should 
consider it an “opportunity” to do all the 
volunteering he had always wanted to do, 
but for which he had never had the time. 
Toby had such a broad range of knowl-
edge, and a passion for helping others. 
He explored various social service agen-
cies, and he immediately knew he had to 
put his energy into Hispanic Outreach in 
Martinsburg. Toby was a bilingual, mul-
titalented, compassionate people-person. 
He found a perfect niche in the St. 
Joseph’s Hispanic Outreach program.

One Truly Impressive Assistance Program
St. Joseph’s Hispanic Outreach Services

Toby Raphael and Liz McGowen
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Toby Raphael

Left: Hali Taylor, Sister Judith, and friends; Top: Sister Judith
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t h e  i n n e r  C h r i s t m a s
Anne Murphy-Oswald

I love Shepherdstown at Christmas. 
Lights outlining the stores, houses 
glowing from candles in windows, 

icicle lights dangling from porches, 
and tree lights everywhere. The nativ-
ity scenes outside the churches are 
built and we see the empty mangers 
waiting for the symbol of the birth 
of “the true light,” the Christ. The 
lights, the decorations, even the 
nativity scenes are the outer aspect 
of Christmas. We seldom get past 
the outer Christmas to discover the 
Christmas and the light in us, the 
inner Christmas. Polish poet and 
mystic Angelus Silesius (1624–1677) 
wrote, “Though Christ a thousand 
times in Bethlehem be born, if he is 
not born in thee, thy soul is all forlorn.”

How can we experience an inner 
Christmas and have Christ born in 
us? If we examine the traditional 
Christmas story, not the one found 
in Luke or in Matthew but the story 
we were told as children, we discover 
the story of our inner Christmas. It 
is a mystical journey to discover and 
awaken our own inner light, so we can 
fulfill the call Jesus made to us: “You 
are the light of the world.” The tradi-
tional story combines the somewhat 
contradictory accounts of the two 
gospels with details added during the 
early Christian era. This much-loved 
story can provide a pattern for us to 
follow to grow spiritually. We can 
look at the people, places, and things 
in the story as aspects of our inner 
selves, or consciousness.

The traditional story I remember 
begins with Mary and the visit from 
Gabriel. Mary is a virgin, although 
many biblical scholars believe a more 
accurate translation would be young 
woman or maiden. A Medieval mys-
tic Meister Eckhart wrote, “It is of 
more worth to God, being brought 
forth spiritually in the individual vir-
gin or good soul, than to be born of 
Mary bodily.” Mary represents the 
“good soul” or the aspect of human 
consciousness that is innocent love, 
open to insight or intuition. During 
the night Mary is visited by Gabriel, 
who delivers the startling news that 

she is with child. The name “Gabriel” 
means “mighty man of God” and rep-
resents a messenger from God. Mary’s 
response to Gabriel, “How can this 
be since I have no husband?” (Luke 
1:35) Yet her innocent love moved her 
to say, “Here I am, the servant of the 
Lord.” (Luke 1:38) She realized the 
spiritual truth, her Divine potential, 
that “my soul magnifies the Lord.” 
(Luke 1:46) When Joseph received 
the news we are told, “being a righ-
teous man…he planned to dismiss 
her quietly.” (Matthew 1:19) Then in 
a dream Joseph receives a message 
from an angel of God that the child 
is “conceived from the Holy Spirit.” 
(Matthew 1:20) Here Joseph is quick-
ened to the Truth and is able to dis-
miss not Mary but his limiting beliefs 
and manifest spiritual understanding.

The birth of our inner Christmas, 
or inner light, begins with the aspects 
of Mary and Joseph within our con-
sciousness or inner awareness. Mary 
represents our good soul or our con-
sciousness of innocent love that is 
receptive to Divine insight or The 
Holy Spirit. Joseph represents our 
human intellect, which cannot under-
stand spiritual ideas and is motivated 
to dismiss them. The message from 
the angel represents for us an insight 
or awareness that comes to us. Often it 
is a crisis in our lives that brings this 
awareness: a betrayal, a health chal-
lenge, or the death of a loved one. The 
awareness can also come in times of 
joy and wonder. These events, joyful 
or stressful, move us to see ourselves 
in the light of our spiritual identity. 
On a personal level I had this aware-
ness come to me after the birth of my 
fourth child. An unexpected event 
caused me to put aside my intellectual 
agnostic beliefs, and realize God and 
the Divine light present in my son, in 
me, and all humanity. We need Mary 
and Joseph to experience our inner 
Christmas. Mary (the good soul or 
innocent love) needs Joseph (spiritual 
understanding); together they express 
Divine Wisdom. As spiritual under-
standing moves from the head to the 
heart, the Christ light can be born.

Together the couple begins the 
journey to Bethlehem at a time when 
Herod ruled Judea. Their destination 
was the birthplace of King David, 
who was a spiritual as well as politi-
cal leader. Herod was a tyrannical 
king, and later in the story we learn he 
conspires to kill the Christ child. We 
each have a Herod in our own human 
consciousness: the aspect of us that 
is egocentric. It seeks external power, 
is jealous, narrow minded, resentful, 
and unforgiving. If we allow Herod—
our ego—to rule, we slay the light of 
the Christ in our consciousness and 
remain in the darkness of sense con-
sciousness. For our inner Christmas 
we need the kingdom or conscious-
ness symbolized by David. This story 
occurs in I Samuel 16:4–13 when 
David was chosen and spiritually 
anointed by Samuel to become king 
because “Jehovah looks at the heart.” 
When David was a young shepherd 
boy he prayed and communed with 
God daily. David represents for us 
a consciousness or a kingdom ruled 
by wisdom and love. Thus the Christ 
light must be born in a consciousness 
ruled by love.

Mary and Joseph arrive in 
Bethlehem and find refuge in a stable 
because “there was no room for them 
in the inn.” (Luke 2:7) The inn can 
represent for us our consciousness, 
which is overflowing with things 
in the outer. At Christmas time we 
are so busy with the outer aspects 
of the season—the cards, the shop-
ping, the baking, the parties and the 
decorating—that we leave no room 
for the Christ or our inner Christmas. 
The birth of Jesus occurs in a quiet 
place—a stable cave—that repre-
sents our going within in prayer and 
meditation to a quiet place where we 
find peace and harmony and birth 
our own Christ light. When the inner 
Christ first appears, it is an infant 
needing nurturing and support. Jesus 
needed the nurturing of both Mary 
and Joseph—love and wisdom. Mary 
“wrapped him in swaddling clothes 
and laid him in a manger.” (Luke 2:7) 
The swaddling clothes represent keep-

ing the strength of the Christ within. 
We need strength and commitment 
to keep our Christ active in our con-
sciousness, a commitment to prayer 
and to stay centered in our spiritual 
identity. Joseph, or wisdom, is the 
protector of the Christ light. He again 
receives a message in a dream, “Get 
up and take the child and his mother 
and flee to Egypt.” (Matthew 2:13) 
Joseph, our inner wisdom, must be 
present to keep our human self on a 
path toward healing and our Christ 
safe from egocentricity.

I believe all of humanity has an 
empty manger in their hearts, a yearn-
ing to express the light. As each of us 
awakens to our light, we help others 
discover their inner Christmas. When 
you see the candles and lights of 
the outer Christmas, remember your 
light and the journey you can take to 
become “the true light that enlightens 
everyone.” (John 1:9)

Anne Murphy-Oswald is the minis-
ter of Unity of Shepherdstown. Unity 
meets at 11 a.m. on Sunday in the 
Shepherdstown Train Station. In 2004 
she graduated from Unity Institute and 
was ordained. She and her husband, 
Hank, reside in Hedgesville and enjoy 
visits from their blended family of 
seven grown children and 15 grand-
children.

INTO OUR 31ST YEAR
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Help keep a good thing going

December 2009

Dear Reader,

 This is our one and only appeal for financial gifts. Happily we need no federal bailout. Your investment in the GOOD 

NEWS PAPER is solid. Our treasurer, Alex Shaw, keeps all our cash in Jefferson Security Bank or under his pillow. We 

have no debts but one: a debt of gratitude to you.

 With your generous help, we have kept a good thing going for 31 years. With your help we can keep on publishing  

the best little free (but not cheap) newspaper in the whole world! As always you hold the future of the GOOD NEWS 

PAPER in your hands. 

 The first issue of the GOOD NEWS PAPER was published in May 1979 with a press run of 1,000 copies. We now print 

13,000 copies and mail nearly 12,000. Virtually every mailbox within five miles of Shepherdstown gets a copy—and, by 

request, hundreds more from Maine to California and from Alaska to Florida. Nearly 20,000 people read each issue.

 The GOOD NEWS PAPER is free because dozens of people—writers, editors, typists, photographers, illustrators,  

proofreaders, and designers—donate their time and talent. We are grateful to John Snyder, president of HBP in 

Hagerstown, for donating design and layout services.

 The GOOD NEWS PAPER not only reads well, but looks good, too, because of an experienced and talented produc-

tion team including designer Melinda Schmitt, photographic editor Nan Doss, copy editors Rie Wilson and Claire Stuart, 

proofreaders John Foxen and Betty Lou Bryant, pre-publication editor Libby Howard, and regular writers Claire Stuart, 

Nan Broadhurst, Ed Zahniser, Mark Madison, Marjorie Dower, Monica Grabowska, Wendy Mopsik, Marie DeWalt, Chris 

Robinson, and occasional guest writers like Alison Hornbeck and Robby Glenn. Ruth Weese continues to provide beautiful 

photographs. Ed and Kitty Kelly faithfully distribute 1,000 copies to shops, restaurants, and visitor centers. 

 Volunteers keep the cost of producing this community magazine to an absolute minimum. Each quarterly issue costs 

about $3,000 to print and mail. That adds up to $12,000 for the year. Our Business & Service Directory brings in $4,800. 

The several religious communities of the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association contribute another $1,500. 

The rest—$6,000—must come in gifts from you.

 And your gifts do come in—ranging from $5 to $300. Please send your gift today. You may use the enclosed self-

addressed envelope—if it hasn’t fallen out! (If it has, please put GNP, P.O. Box 1212, Shepherdstown, WV 25443 on an 

envelope, stamp it, and mail it.) Make checks payable to the GOOD NEWS PAPER, or simply GNP, and help keep a good 

thing going.

Sincerely,

Randall W. Tremba

Executive Editor

P.S. Give a gift subscription to your friends or relatives. Absolutely free, of course. Use the handy coupon on page 2. 

They’ll thank you for it. 
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Happy Anniversary to AFRS
Claire Stuart

United States 
Department of 
Agriculture-

Agricultural Research 
Service (USDA-ARS) 
Appalachian Fruit 
Research Station is quite a mouthful, so let’s shorten 
it to AFRS! But remember it when you take a bite of 
fruit, because AFRS scientists have been working for 
the past 30 years to bring safe, tasty, nutritious, and 
affordable fruit to your table.

AFRS celebrated its 30th anniversary this year, 
and Director Dr. Michael Glenn welcomed the public to 
the facility in Bardane with an open house in October. 
The station’s first director, Bill A. Butt, and many other 
retirees and former employees gathered to share in the 
celebration.

AFRS began as a dream in 1962, when Senator 
Robert Byrd approached the USDA with a concept. 
The wheels of government can turn slowly, and it 
wasn’t until 1972 that the 500-acre plot was purchased. 
It was another three years before Congress appropri-
ated $7.5 million for construction, and nearly two 
more years before construction began. The facility was 
finally dedicated in August of 1979.

The scientists of AFRS deal with just about every 
aspect of temperate fruit production, working on 
apples, peaches, pears, plums, strawberries, blackber-
ries, and blueberries. They investigate 
insect and disease problems, physiology 
of plants, plant culture, fruit storage, and 
weed control. They also explore technol-
ogy for mechanical harvesting, grading and 
sorting, all with an eye to environmentally 
friendly and cost-efficient practices. Most 
important, they bring new and improved 
fruit crops to market through both tradi-
tional plant breeding methods and the use 
of cutting-age molecular biology.

It takes a great deal of patience and 
determination to work with fruit trees 
because it takes years to see the fruits 
(literally) of one’s labor. In a search for 
improved varieties of fruit trees, thousands 
of crossbreeding experiments might be 
made in order to produce a single new 
variety. It takes an average of 15 to 30 
years to develop a new variety through 

traditional breeding practices, and only recently have 
the techniques of molecular biology been developed to 
hasten the results.

A host of factors must come together to make 
the perfect fruit tree. Desired characteristics could 
include resistance to insects and diseases, winter har-
diness, drought tolerance, efficient use of nutrients, 
good size and shape for ease of harvest, time to fruit-
ing—and that’s just the tree! The fruit itself must be 
of an optimal size, tasty, attractive, nutritious, and able 
to withstand shipping and storage. Trying to get all of 
these factors to come together in one plant is, indeed, 
a daunting task, since growing a tree to fruiting takes 
years.

The AFRS operations began with nine scientists. 
Now the facility has a staff of 60, including 17 scien-
tists, three post-doctoral researchers and six visiting 
scientists, as well as technical, administrative, mainte-
nance, and farm support personnel. The scientific staff 
includes experts in horticulture, plant physiology, plant 
pathology, entomology, soil science, molecular biology, 
genetics, and agricultural engineering.

The AFRS’s work is known worldwide, wherever 
temperate fruit crops are grown. Visiting scientists have 
come from Latin America, eastern and western Europe, 
Asia, and as far away as Australia and New Zealand, to 
learn and participate in research that will aid fruit pro-
duction in their own countries.

Local students have found summer employment 
and their first exposure to the practice of real science at 
AFRS. Many have continued their education in science 
and gone on to careers in science and medicine.

Three horticultural scientists, Drs. Richard Bell, 
Stephen Miller, and Ralph Scorza, all members of the 
original scientific staff, are still on the job and were 
recognized for their 30 years of service.

Dr. Richard Bell has the distinction of being the 
only USDA-ARS pear breeder in the United States. 
Fire blight is a devastating disease of pears, particularly 
in the humid climate of the eastern United States, pre-
venting pears from being grown successfully in many 
areas. Some pear varieties were found to be resistant to 

the disease, but their fruit was 
poor quality and/or unpalat-
able. Bell has spent the past 
30 years crossing pears from a 
collection of pears from around 

the world to produce new varieties with both disease 
resistance and good fruit characteristics.

The fruit of Bell’s work includes the release of 
new pear varieties, ‘Blake’s Pride’, ‘Shenandoah’, and 
‘Sunrise’. All of them combine high-quality fruit with 
fire blight resistance. ‘Blake’s Pride’ and ‘Sunrise’ 
were top rated in tests by consumers for flavor and 
appearance. More of Bell’s ongoing research deals with 
development of pears resistant to the pear psylla, the 
number-one insect pest of pears. Pear trees are very 
slow growing. The Genetics Improvement Unit has 
new technologies that have made it possible to transfer 
single genes to grow dwarf pear trees and fire blight 
resistant trees. This helps pear research move along 
more rapidly, since previously the limiting factor had 
been slow tree growth.

Dr. Stephen Miller’s specialty is cultural manage-
ment of apples and peaches, including the selection and 
trials of varieties suitable for various pruning, training, 
and harvesting systems. He has studied the effects of 
interacting environmental factors such as temperature, 

shade, and light on flowering and fruiting in apple. He 
has worked on application methods and understand-
ing the mode of action of bioregulators. These are 
compounds affecting growth, flowering, and thinning. 
This includes control of excessive shoot growth that is 
susceptible to fire blight, thus reducing incidence of the 
disease.

Miller, who hails from a local orchard family, has 
spent his life around fruit trees. Glenn lauded Miller 
as a “plantsman,” which he defined as, “someone 
who observes plant behavior and learns how the plant 

From the Archives, Winter 1994

Sweet cherry harvesting

Out-of-season strawberry  
production – Dr. Fumi Takeda

Blueberry harvester

‘Blakes Pride’ pear cultivar

Dr. Michael Glenn
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The Really, Really Free Market
Robby Glenn and Brandon Nesmith

For over two years now the people 
of Shepherdstown (as well as a few 
unwitting tourists) have been reap-

ing the rewards of the endless joy that is 
the Shepherdstown Really, Really Free 
Market. Thousands of items ranging from 
clothing and shoes to bike racks, video 
games, and wheelchairs have been shared 
to the satisfaction of hundreds.

The Free Market is centered around 
the idea of a gift economy. A gift econ-
omy is one in which goods and services 
move freely from one person to another. 
A gift economy stands opposed to a 
free market capitalist economy, which, 
according to the capitalist ideal, is the 
economic system in which prices are 
determined by unrestricted competition 
between privately owned businesses.

Any sensible person can recognize 
immediately that neither human beings 
nor resources are free in such a system; 
hence, a Really, Really Free Market 
operates according to gift economics. 
A gift economy refuses the notion that 
“there is no such thing as a free lunch” 
by stripping goods and services of their 
monetary value, making them avail-
able to anybody willing to gather them. 
You could even call the Really, Really 
Free Market an anti-economy because it 
refuses the standard economic view of 
the world that separates people accord-
ing to imagined value, such as money. 
If the Free Market functioned as a stan-
dard capitalist system we would find 
yet another standardized interaction 
between people: yet another empty “Have 
a Nice Day” uttered from an employee 
who despises his job, yet another total 
stated to us as we dig through our pock-
ets for that nickel we know we put in 
there, yet another receipt telling us how 
much poorer we’ve gotten with that last 
purchase (in more ways than one). It is 
the Free Market’s general idea that we 
could do with less of those moments and 
instead replace them with meaningful 
interaction and intrigue.

Started by a group of Shepherd 
University students and locals in the fall 
of 2007, the Free Market has expanded 
to a massive, monthly share-fest attended 
by dozens of people from all walks of 
life. Imagine you’re walking down the 
main street of Shepherdstown one sunny 
Saturday afternoon. You approach the 
stone wall in front of McMurran Hall, 
which is adorned with goods, and begin 
rummaging through them, finding that 
spatula that you needed, or a new dish 
set, or maybe even a car bike rack, or 

that dresser that you needed but couldn’t 
afford (all items we’ve seen). Then you 
spot one of your good friends whom you 
haven’t seen in a while. You enthusiasti-
cally show off your finds and then begin 
to catch up on what you’ve been missing 
since you last saw each other. A musician 
is playing in the background, stopping 
only to inspect the boxes and piles as 
more things arrive.

The Free Market serves to recycle 
unused things, and it also serves as an 
outlet for creative expression. Feel like 
you know how to do something particu-
larly well? (Gardening, making some-
thing, or fixing bikes?) If you do, there’s 
a pretty decent chance someone wants 
to learn it and may be able to teach you 
something as well. We fully encourage 
the trading of skills at the Free Market. In 
a community where such things happen, 
it is our firm belief that people will begin 
looking at other people in a new light. 
Under the old economy we judge people 
by what they possess in their pockets or 
their bank accounts. This new way values 
their individual qualities or characteristics.

In the Shepherdstown Free Market 
everyone is enriched through the experi-
ence and the only rules are the ones you 
make up for yourself, thus creating an 
environment for creativity and spontane-
ity. The Really, Really Free Market is a 
refreshing reminder of what can happen 
when people are given the opportunity to 
interact with each other as a community, 
and not just as people whose purpose is 
simply to buy and sell. When we are sur-
rounded by free abundance we tend to 
open up and begin to share ourselves as 
well. Every time I visit the Free Market I 
walk away with new friends, a new expe-
rience, and new ideas.

So what is the future of the 
Shepherdstown Free Market? We can’t 
really say. It’s up to you. We do know that 
throughout history people have shared in 
ways that promote the well-being of the 
community. We suspect that this behavior 
will continue through the use of the Free 
Market. This is precisely why we call 
the Shepherdstown Really, Really Free 
Market the only market that will never 
crash.

The Shepherdstown Really, Really 
Free Market is held on the lawn in front 
of McMurran Hall (the big clock tower 
on main street) on the last Saturday of 
each month and generally runs from 11 
am. until 5 p.m. The last outdoor market 
for this year was on Saturday, November 
28, but you can spend your winter wisely 
by culling through the contents of your 
attic, basement, garage, and closets. The 
market will start back up in the spring 
when the weather warms.

Robby Glenn is a resident of 
Shepherdstown who enjoys reading, sip-
ping tea, and exploring the backwoods of 
Jefferson County.

Brandon Nesmith is also a resident 
of Shepherdstown who enjoys reading; 
Shepherdstown’s Really, Really Free 
Market; and long walks on the beach, 
preferably under the moonlight.

responds to its environment and its manipulation so that 
the strategy of manipulating the plant is in balance with 
its own behavior.”

Stone fruit breeder Dr. Ralph Scorza works on 
peaches, nectarines, and plums. Among his accom-
plishments are the releases of two new peaches, 
‘Summerfest’ and ‘FlavrBurst’. ‘Summerfest’ trees have 
an unusual upright growth habit, allowing for more 
efficient use of land, with more trees grown in smaller 
spaces. ‘FlavrBurst’ is a tasty new peach that is low 
in acid. A new plum, ‘Blue Byrd’ (named for Senator 
Byrd) was released in 1999, and another, ‘Orablue’ 
(named for Senator Byrd’s wife, Erma Ora Byrd) was 
released this year.

Scorza noted that over his 30 years with AFRS, 
molecular biology has moved to the forefront. “There 
was nothing molecular going on when I came to work,” 
he said, “but this lab was one of the first in the world to 

see the value of molecular biology in fruit 
breeding.”

Not much was known about the 
genetics of fruit crops, but that informa-
tion is necessary to shorten the time it 
takes to bring improved varieties to mar-
ket. AFRS scientists have made great strides in identi-
fying and understanding the interactions of genes that 
control fruit characteristics.

Ongoing research includes identification of the 
genes that control disease resistance and fruit ripen-
ing processes such as fruit softening. Fruit that softens 
quickly must be picked early to get to market undam-
aged. If softening can be slowed, fruit can stay on the 
trees longer to develop more tree-ripened flavor.

One of Scorza’s goals is to develop small seedless 
plums and nectarines. The concept may sound odd, but 
Scorza countered, “You eat seedless grapes, don’t you?” 
He believes there would definitely be a market for small 
fruit that you could pop into your mouth without worry-
ing about disposing of the pits. “We want to make fruit 
more convenient to eat. People would eat more healthy 

fruit instead of junk food.”
Scorza has high praise for plums. They are 

extremely healthy and he believes they deserve more 
marketing. “They shouldn’t be a substitute for other 
fruit—they should be added.”

Scorza explained that his unit, Genetic Improvement 
of Fruit Crops, goes from concept to developing a prod-
uct. “Fruit breeding needs basic biology people and field 
people,” he said. “The field people see the things the 
genetics people provide. They provide the inspiration for 
the molecular biologists by asking, ‘Why does a tree do 
that?’ They stimulate each other to think creatively. The 
strong point of our unit is that new and classic technolo-
gies marry trees to machines and machines to trees. We 
grow trees for harvesting.”

Throughout the AFRS, the accomplishments over 
the past 30 years have been impressive. The Small Fruit 
Production Systems Unit is working on new trellising 
and training systems for blackberries to prevent winter 
injury and sunburn and aid in ease of harvest. The cur-
rent interest in locally grown food has spurred research 
into adaptation of strawberries to the local area, with 
methods of growing them under cover so that they will 

fruit from fall into early 
winter and again in spring.

“How many strawber-
ries you buy in the store 
really taste good?” queried 
horticulturist Dr. Fumi 
Takeda. “They are shipped 
from California, Florida and 
Mexico. It’s time for locally 
produced strawberries!”

The Integrated Orchard 
Management Unit devel-
oped Surround Crop 
Protectant, a particle film 
material made from kaolin 
clay, that when applied to 
trees, repels insects while 
reducing heat and sunburn 
damage. The unit’s entomol-

ogists have discovered that pesticide use can be reduced 
by using cultural practices to increase natural control 
of pest insects. These methods include use of compost 
mulch, companion plants, and inter-planting peach and 
apple trees. New lures for pests have improved insect 
monitoring.

Scientists sought alternatives to synthetic fungi-
cides to control postharvest diseases caused by fungi 
and learned that microbes can control fungal pathogens. 
Bacterial and yeast-based biocontrol products were 
developed and commercialized as BioSave and Aspire, 
which is now used on many fruits and vegetables.

Engineers have developed equipment for orchard 
automation. Included are mechanical harvesters for 
cherries, oranges, and blueberries, as well as a fruit-
bin filler. Scientists and engineers worked together to 

develop methods of training apple trees to shapes that 
can allow mechanical harvesting.

Freezing damage is a serious problem for fruit pro-
duction. Scientists developed a technology to study how 
ice forms and spreads in the freezing process in plants. 
Better understanding of the process allows the develop-
ment of methods to prevent freezing and chill damage.

The structure and organization of the AFRS 
facility encourages the success of numerous diverse 
projects. Many universities conduct research on fruit, 
but universities have schools and departments, often 
geographically far apart. Horticulture may be in one 
school or department, genetics in another across cam-
pus, and engineering somewhere else, and the university 
experiment farm, if there is one, might be miles away. 
Geneticists in some 
organizations have 
never even seen the 
complete living organ-
ism whose genes they 
are investigating.

All of the AFRS 
facilities are in close 
proximity. There are 
state-of-the-art labora-
tories, growth cham-
bers, greenhouses, 
an engineering shop, 
packing and cold-stor-
age facilities, and 500 
acres of experimental 
orchards. Scientists 
in all units are work-
ing for common goals 
and there is constant 
interaction and col-
laboration. They work 
in the same building 
and can walk out to 
the orchards and see 
the results of years of 
research.

AFRS scientists have obtained 48 patents. They 
have authored and coauthored over a thousand scientific 
publications and 101 books and book chapters, includ-
ing the definitive books on fire blight and the plant hor-
mone, ethylene: Fire Blight—Its Nature, Prevention and 
Control by Dr. T. van der Zwet, and Ethylene in Plant 
Biology by Dr. F. Abeles.

Expect even more accomplishments in the future. 
There are plans for new growth chambers, two new 
greenhouses, and expansion of the laboratory building.

Happy anniversary, AFRS!

Claire Stuart is an admitted fruitoholic with a particular 
weakness for nectarines. She refuses to enter a 12-step 
program and never worries about how to dispose of pits.

Dr. Michael Glenn and Dr. Gary Puterka 
examining clay-treated pear trees.

‘Orablue Plum’ Fruit washing to deliver biocontrol agents

Blackberry trellis

Mechanical peach thinner

Chambers to measure photosynthesis
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Although for some people cinema means 
something superficial and glamorous, it 
is something else. I think it is the mirror 
of the world.

—Jeanne Moreau

Shepherdstown just concluded 
its Sixth annual American 
Conservation Film Festival 

(ACFF). As part of the selection com-
mittee for that festival, cinema is much 
on my mind. I estimated I have watched 
perhaps 500 films (or at least parts of 
films) while on the selection committee, 
and I thought it might make sense to pick 
my 10 favorite environmental films of 
all time. Some were screened by ACFF, 
others are just personal favorites that 
have stuck with me. The number 10 was 
arbitrary and the selections likewise. As 
a historian, my reflexes require me to list 
them chronologically.

1. Nanook of the North: A Story of Life 
and Love in the Actual Arctic (1922)

Nanook is perhaps the first feature-
length documentary and, as luck would 
have it, an environmental one. Following 
one Inuit family on the Hudson Bay over 
the course of a year, it is a compelling 
look at a family’s struggle against a harsh 
environment. Nanook hunts a walrus with 
a spear and nearly gets pulled into an 
air hole trying to pull in a giant seal. It 
is a film of a vanishing culture (actually 
vanished—most Inuits used guns by this 
time, including Nanook) and a compel-
ling early piece of cinema.

2. The Plow that Broke the Plains (1936)
The film that not only showed the 

Dust Bowl, but explained the cause 
of the “dirty thirties.” The New Deal 
Resettlement Administration made this 
documentary to explain the cause of the 
1930s Dust Bowl and generate support 
for resettlement of busted farmers and 
restoration of the Great Plains landscape. 
What saved this documentary from 
being pure propaganda was director Pare 
Lorentz, a West Virginia native and a 
filmmaker of great vision. With a bare-
bones script that reads like a Whitman 
poem, an omniscient narrator, and a 
Coplandesque score by Virgil Thomson, 

this film shaped our view of 
the Dust Bowl for the next 75 
years.

3. The Birds (1963)
Director Alfred 

Hitchcock’s thriller describes 
inexplicable bird attacks in 
Northern California culmi-
nating in a truly shocking 
attack on school children. 
Based on an even darker 
story by Daphne du Maurier, 
The Birds suggests nature 
may ultimately be alien and 
unknowable. Nature’s motives 
may not be ours and ulti-
mately there may be no  
solutions, no answers. My favorite quote 
from the movie comes from the elderly 
female ornithologist: “I have never 
known birds of different species to flock 
together. The very concept is unimagi-
nable. Why, if that happened, we wouldn’t 
stand a chance! How could we possibly 
hope to fight them?” Yikes!

4. Silent Running (1972)
In the near future, the earth has 

become so polluted that the remaining 
plants and animals can only survive in 
space-borne biodomes. When they are 
ordered destroyed, futuristic environ-
mentalist Bruce Dern saves them with 
the help of three poker-playing robots. 
Although the synopsis makes it sound 
inane (and the 1970s soundtrack is 
egregious), this is an oddly moving film 
that clearly influenced everything from 
Biosphere 2 to Battlestar Galactica. 
Silent Spring meets Star Wars with Bruce 
Dern at his most alien.

5. Never Cry Wolf (1983)
Based on the suspect book by Farley 

Mowat and starring Charles Martin Smith 
(the nerdy “Toad” in American Graffiti), 
this film should have been an abomi-
nation. Yet largely because of Smith’s 
endearing performance in a human  
version of The Call of the Wild, the film 
makes important and entertaining points 
about humans’ relations with our most 
similar North American predator.

6. Last of the Mohicans (1992)
Set in 1757, this James Fenimore 

Cooper classic directed by Michael Mann 
recreates North America on the verge 
of a tremendous environmental trans-
formation. The lush green woods, the 
Mohicans, and lone hunters like Hawkeye 
are all endangered species in a colonial 
America that is alternately alien and 
breathtaking.

7. Winged Migration (2001)
What if you made a movie with 

virtually no narration, odd French pop 
music, and filmed it from a birds-eye 
view? The result is perhaps the most 
visually striking film ever produced. 
Birds do indeed inhabit a different world 
than we do, and this film lets us visit this 
rarified world briefly but unforgettably. 
It allows the possibility of hope that 
Hitchcock was wrong and that birds want 
to fill us with wonder, rather than peck 
our brains out.

8. Being Caribou (2005)
In 2003, husband-and-wife team 

Karsten Heuer and Leanne Allison 
migrated for five months and 1,500  
kilometers across the Yukon and Alaska, 
following the Porcupine caribou herd. 
The journey was insane, backbreaking, 
and engrossing. These filmmakers prove 
the adage that it is the journey, not the 
destination, that is important.

9. Grizzly Man (2005)
Grizzly bear activist Timothy 

Treadwell is eaten by the creatures he 
seeks to protect. Misanthropic director  
Werner Herzog tells this story with 
absolutely no sympathy for nature or 
Treadwell. Herzog’s suspicions make this 
a unique and disquieting vision, leavened  
only slightly by the charisma of the trou-
bled Treadwell and the magnificent and 
alien bears.

10. King Corn (2007)
Two filmmakers decide to grow one 

acre of corn in Iowa. They discover the 
agricultural system and America’s eating 
habits are both unhealthy. Michael Pollan 
sums up the dilemma nicely: “If you’re 
standing in a field in Iowa, there’s an 
immense amount of food being grown, 
none of it edible.” Part Green Acres, part 
Food, Inc., a black comedy in America’s 
breadbasket.

I warned you the list was idiosyn-
cratic (as is the list maker). Consider 
any list like this a Rorschach test for the 
psyche of the critic. These films all pres-
ent compelling visions, some dangerous, 
others alluring, yet all ultimately reflect-
ing our human fears and hopes as much 
as the nature they depict.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history and ethics at Shepherd University 
and is the historian for the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service.
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Strong Over Sixty, Spry Over Seventy,  
Enjoying Over Eighty

Wendy Mopsik

You have probably read about 
Shepherd University’s new 
Wellness Center or driven 

through the West Campus and seen the 
tastefully integrated large brick build-
ing. Perhaps you have heard a neighbor 
or family member talk about the state-
of-the-art machines and the delicious, 
healthy food served at the Wellness Café. 
But what you may not know is how the 
Wellness Center benefits the seniors who 
hold a membership.

Let us begin with a sterling example. 
Meet Jean Crolius Ehman, a Wellness 
Center member for 10 years and a 
Shepherdstown resident for 25 years. 
Born in 1923 in Massachusetts, Ehman 
describes herself as a tomboy who fol-
lowed her two brothers climbing trees, 
skiing down icy roads, sledding over 
bumps, swimming in local lakes, and 
skating on them in winter. Her activity 
level and love of exercise was put to good 
use as a young woman raising her three 
children. Although she didn’t belong to a 
gym or consciously exercise, her life was 
full of aerobics and muscle building.

Never one to “just sit around,” 
Ehman began to buy and rehabilitate 
old houses in Baltimore. When she 
discovered that no institution of higher 
education in the area offered an under-
graduate degree in historic preservation, 
she confronted Dr. Rhonda Dorsey, then 
president of Goucher College. Ehman 
became the first student to earn that 
degree, due in great measure to her deter-
mination. She later put her knowledge to 
work in Shepherdstown as president of 
Historic Shepherdstown and chair of the 
Landmark Commission.

Between reading voraciously, writ-
ing poetry, traveling extensively with 
her first husband, and her many civic 
activities, she still found time to get her 
exercise. She jogged or biked weekdays 
on the C&O Canal Towpath until a hip 

began to bother her and she had to switch 
to walking. She met and later married 
Joe Ehman sometime after the death of 
her first husband but continued to do her 
walking on the towpath alone, preferring 
to carve out some contemplative time. 
Finally, she formalized her exercise rou-
tine by joining the Wellness Center.

Ehman can be found at Silver Circuit 
group exercise class on Mondays and 
Fridays. She is a part of the aqua aero-
bics class each Tuesday and Thursday. 
“Mentally and physically, I just have 
to keep going, and exercise meets both 
of those needs. Because I am a people-
person, I love the sociability of classes 
where I can see old friends and cultivate 
new younger ones,” Ehman explained.

Her sense of humor, sensible eating 
habits, genetic inheritance from a mother 
who lived almost 100 years, and an exer-
cise regimen all contribute to a winning 
combination. When you see her at the 
Wellness Center, it is apparent that Jean 
Ehman is a force to be reckoned with.

Jim Sweeney, director of the 
Wellness Center, validated Ehman’s 
claims. “Exercise strengthens bones, liga-
ments, and tendons, while cardio routines 
increase metabolism and help the blood 
pump more efficiently. We encourage 
seniors in the community to join us, 
where one-third of our membership are 
individuals 55 years or older.”

Personal Training and Wellness/
Group Exercise Coordinator Jenny 
Seeley emphasized additional aspects 
of exercise. She talked about the social 
interaction of college students and older 
participants. “I hear people laugh about 
stealing some energy from the younger 
members.”

She stated that cognitively, exercise 
releases endorphins and makes a person 
feel better. “On a spiritual level, by tak-
ing care of your physical health and well-
being, you are recognizing that the body 

is the temple of the soul.”
Grace Boyer, 83, and Gloria Hughes, 

73, drive together twice a week to aqua 
aerobics class. They are devoted to their 
chosen form of exercise and come in 
from Washington County, Md., regard-
less of the weather. Boyer, a retired 
Presbyterian pastor, has included water 
aerobics in her routine for many years. “I 
need the exercise and know it is good for 
you,” she explained. “I love the vastness 
of the new center, all the special areas, 
and how bright the facility is.”

Hughes looks forward to returning 
to the pool after a quick recovery from 
some surgery. She is retired from the 
Howard County (Md.) Office of Finance.

According to Elaine Lutz, a water 
exercise instructor and a registered nurse, 
exercising in a pool is an excellent way 
to promote good physical health and 
repair or retrain muscles. “Water provides 
excellent resistance. Individuals can use 
the buoyancy of water to support the body, 
taking weight from the joints. Circulation 
is increased, balance improves, gait can be 
retrained, and the body’s core is strength-
ened and conditioned.”

Lutz is certified by the Aqua 
Rehabilitation Institute and the Aquatic 
Therapy Exercise Association. She enthu-
siastically states that the best place to put 
the guidelines and principles of t’ai chi, 
yoga, and Pilates together is in the water, 
where participants learn things they can 
take with them for use in everyday activ-
ity. Add a few kickboards, some foam 
noodles, several wave webs, and floating 
buoys, and watch these seniors take off.

With a degree in electrical engi-
neering and a long career as lobby-
ist for the United States government 
and Congress, working for Contract 
Services Association of America, Gary 
Engebretson, 72, knows what pressure 
and deadlines can do to the body. The 
demands of a hectic schedule and the 
responsibility of a large staff were easy 
to blame for those extra pounds, sleep-
less nights, and high cholesterol. Upon 
retirement, he knew what needed to be 
done, so he and his wife, Lara, joined the 
Wellness Center.

Engebretson knew it would be dif-
ficult to develop a healthy pattern in 
the beginning, but he decided that he 
was going to make it happen. Now the 
couple can be seen happily addicted to a 
regular routine. Three times each week, 
they walk or jog around the indoor track 
for a warm-up, concentrate on elevating 
their pulse rate by using the treadmill, 

and condition each muscle group through 
work on the resistance machines.

Gradually, and with Wellness staff 
direction, they have added more weight and 
more repetitions on the machines and move 
faster as they circle the track. He attributes 
their success in maintaining their routine 
and demanding more of themselves to the 
motivation they give each other.

Engebretson advises members to 
listen to their limbs and only push as 
hard as the body tells you. “My test is 
how well I am doing daily activities like 
mowing the lawn, leaf blowing, or other 
outside chores,” he clarified.

And the numbers don’t lie. His 
weight is down by 12 pounds and both 
his cholesterol and triglyceride levels are 
within a healthy range. He sleeps well, 
has much more energy and even looks 
forward to the weekly workout. In addi-
tion to physical exercise, he exercises 
his busy mind in leadership roles in the 
Fernbank Unit Owners Association, 
Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish Council, 
and Shepherdstown Water Board.

Some in the “senior” category may 
still choose paid employment and will 
need to manage their time to get in a 
workout. Whether it happens at the 
Wellness Center, where a discount mem-
bership encourages those over 55 years, 
or occurs along the C&O Canal Towpath, 
exercise can be a fun way to add years 
to your life. Becoming an active senior 
may just be the best news in an already 
GOOD NEWS PAPER.

Wendy Mopsik is a member of several 
group exercise classes at the Wellness 
Center where she is surrounded by other 
healthy seniors jumping, sweating, and 
laughing their way to better health.

All Creatures Great and Small

Nature and Netflix: My 10 Favorite Environmental Films of the Last Century
Mark Madison

Several members of the aqua aerobics class 
enjoy the Wellness Center pool.

The latest addition to the Shepherd University campus attracts seniors as well as students.

PHOTOS fROM SHEPHERD UNIVERSITY WELLNESS fILES
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A gardener in December is like Santa in January. The season has passed, and 
next year is so far into the future that our tools can be locked up and our 
planting beds tucked in for a long winter’s nap. Most of us are busy with the 

holiday hustle and bustle, whether caught up in the madness or fending it off.
With gardeners so preoccupied, garden writers face a perennial conundrum: 

how do you sell toys to Santa in January? Or, what do you write that gardeners 
will read in December? Most astute garden readers know that there are some tried-
and-true solutions to this dilemma: “Gifts for the Gardener,” “Holiday Décor From 
the Garden,” “Indoor Gardening,” and, of course, “Poinsettias for Every Home.” I 
have written most of these articles more than once, and from various angles: “Gifts 
Gardeners Dread,” “Holiday Décor from the Compost Pile,” “Moving the Indoors 
Out,” and, of course, “Poison Poinsettias.” I have also read 
them often enough to know that they rarely sustain 
enough interest to hold the seasoned gardener 
through more than a paragraph or two.

As a service to our harried readers, 
I decided to write all of those traditional 
December gardening articles here, with none 
being longer than two paragraphs. Our edi-
tor’s gift to our harried readers? Each article, 
exclusive of the title, shall be exactly six words 
long. I suppose this constrictive word count is a 
homage to Larry Smith and Rachel Fershleiser’s 
best-selling series of six-word memoirs. Judging from the 
thousands of such memoirs that have been published, telling a life 
story in exactly six words is easy, but a gardening article? Some plant names 
are longer than that!

My protestations fell on deaf ears. Maybe a new genre will result. I could 
become Twitter’s garden columnist.

The Perfect Garden Gift: Can’t control the weather? Give cash.
Gifts Gardeners Dread: Gnomes sow illwill; go to Goodwill.
Holiday Décor From the Garden: Spray paint the weeds; Martha would.
Holiday Décor From the Compost Pile: Fecal figurines make great party icebreakers.
Indoor Gardening: Miss garden fingernails? Repot your houseplants. 
Moving the Indoors Out: Overachieving houseplant booted to porch; frosted.
Poinsettias for Every Home: Most people still prefer the red ones.
Poinsettia Recipes: New study—not poisonous after all.
The Garden in Winter: Subnivean life abounds while we chill.
The Gardener in Winter: Hope springs eternal, or it’s amnesia.

This exercise in brevity has inspired me. With my older daughter heading off 
to college next fall, I am making plans to re-enter the workforce full time, and it is 
becoming clear that I will no longer have time to write lengthy garden articles. At 
just six words each, these gardening Tweets could make it possible for me to keep 
my Garden Writer credentials.

I will begin by reworking the articles I have written during the last 10 years as a 
gardening columnist at each of Shepherdstown’s three newspapers. I had been plan-
ning to compile them into a book, but the denizens of the digital age tell me that 
the book is soon to suffer the same fate as the LP and the VHS. Clearly it is time 
to compress my files and cut those columns down to a byte-sized format. Here, in 
short, is a year of garden columns.

January: Seed catalogs fill mailboxes and wishgardens.
February: Chocolate plants warm a gardener’s heart.
March: Plant pawpaw; butterflies will thank you.
April: Butterfly bush is an alien invader!
May: Take a hike in trillium woods.
June: Garden tour incites midnight mulch runs.
July: Plants under a walnut soon wither.
August: Native plants have complex sex lives.
September: Ragweed, not goldenrod, makes you sneeze.
October: Burning pollutes; composting locks carbon up.
November: Brits appreciate pokeweed, why don’t we?
December: American chestnut is staging a comeback.

A Perennial Question
Monica Grabowska

Shepherdstown resident and town 
councilwoman Lori Robertson 
became a Structural Integration 

(SI) practitioner three years ago after 
becoming frustrated with the techniques 
she had learned in massage school. 
Through SI, she discovered ways to 
relieve her clients’ aches, pains, and dys-
function.

The aim of SI is to align the body 
to heal and prevent muscular discomfort. 
SI practitioners manipulate a client’s 
connective tissue (fascia) to balance the 
body’s skeletal and muscular structure. 
The idea is that each segment of the body 
should relate properly to the others so 
that the body’s structure will be secure 
and it can use gravity for support. This 
approach to bodywork borrows from 
yoga, osteopathy, deep tissue massage, 
and chiropractic and physical therapy 
techniques. However, it goes beyond 
those treatments in stretching and length-
ening the body’s connective tissue, thus 
changing the shape of the body. SI prac-
titioners use soft tissue techniques only. 
They are not chiropractors and do not 
work directly with the bones but rather 
the tissue around the bones.

The soft connective tissue in our 
bodies is meant to be fluid and gel-like as 
it is when we are young. It forms a net-
work that connects all of our movements 
and it cleanses and hydrates our muscles. 
Stress, injury, aging, and overuse make 
the connective tissue shorter and tougher, 
locking the muscles and preventing them 
from fully relaxing. The body is thus 
pulled out of shape and muscles do not 
perform as well as they should. This 
leads to conditions such as carpal tunnel 
syndrome, sciatica, scoliosis, and bulging 
disks. SI treatment restores flexibility, 
strength, quick healing, and good posture.

SI was first developed by Dr. Ida 
P. Rolf in the 1930s and it is some-
times referred to as “Rolfing.” The 
International Association of Structural 
Integrators (IASI) was established in 
2002, bringing together several schools 
that teach SI: the Rolf Institute, the Guild 
for Structural Integration, Hellerwork 
Structural Integration, and Kinesis 
Myofascial Integration, among others. 
The IASI promotes SI as a cornerstone to 
health and well-being and has established 
standards for its practice. SI practitioners 
must complete between 650 and 2,000 
hours of specialized training.

Robertson reports being interested in 
anatomy at an early age, perhaps inspired 
by the fact that she and her family lived 

across the street from an emergency 
room. She would watch the ambulances 
unloading patients in the ER bay through 
holes in the concrete barrier. “I had a 
strong stomach even then!” Robertson 
said.

Robertson worked as a certified 
surgical technologist for six years in the 
1980s at Winchester Medical Center. 
She married in 1986 and moved to 
Edenton, N.C., in 1990 where her career 
choices were “scrub tech or scrub tech.” 
Robertson chose scrub tech as she had 
a lot of experience in that area as well. 
Robertson and her husband returned to 
Winchester in 1995, and her daughter 
Rachael was born the following year. 
While working for an oral surgeon’s 
office, Robertson saw an ad for the 
Virginia School of Massage. She started 
classes on her birthday in 1999, gradu-
ated in 2001, and opened her practice 
that year in Winchester. Robertson and 
her husband divorced in 2006 but remain 
good friends to this day.

“My early work in bodywork was 
quite frustrating as I could feel dysfunc-
tion but didn’t have the training to correct 
the problems,” Robertson said. “Massage 
school is great for teaching students just 
enough to pass the boards. If you want 
more knowledge, then you’re going to 
have to seek out the best educators in 
your field and spend a bunch of money. 
Fortunately, one of my co-workers was 
manic about learning great techniques 
and shared them with me.” That would 
be her best friend and partner today, 
Chris Crawford, with whom she shares a 
home and Winchester and Shepherdstown 
offices.

“We have continued our quest for 
training with the best manual therapist’s 
learning techniques that we have inte-
grated into our daily work,” explained 
Robertson. “These techniques are goal 
oriented, meaning we can test an area for 
dysfunction, use a technique, and then 
retest. It is definitive. If one technique 
doesn’t correct the problem then we have 
many others in our toolbox.”

Robertson says that clients come 
in for many different reasons, including 
back, shoulder, neck, knee, wrist, elbow, 
and foot pain. Some have specific issues 
like carpal tunnel, plantar fasciitis, tennis 
elbow, headaches, whiplash, and injury 
from car/bike/exercise, rib dysfunction, 
joint issues, or nerve pain. “We see it all,” 
she said.

Robertson explains the sequence 
of SI sessions: Structural Integration is 

a series of 10 hour-
long sessions that are 
designed to address 
every part of the 
body to bring it into 
balance with itself. 
For example, ses-
sion one is designed 
to “open the breath,” 
so it includes lots of 
chest and upper back 
work so the client can 
achieve a deep breath 
allowing much needed 
oxygen into the system.

Session two is 
getting the client 
“grounded” so that 
session is focused on 
freeing up the feet and 
lower legs. Session 
seven is focused on 
the face and neck, and 
session 10 is a won-
derful cranial sacral/
polarity/cerebral 
spinal fluid session. 
From sessions one to 
10, all areas of the 
body are addressed. 
During every session, 
leg lengths, pelvic 
rotations, and restric-
tions in the back are checked and treated. 
Again, this is done utilizing soft tissue 
techniques.

“It’s always great fun to witness the 
changes in a client’s body and to see their 
faces knowing they don’t have to live 
with chronic pain,” Robertson said.

Robertson and Crawford bought their 
Princess Street home in 2006 as is and 
renovated it in nine months doing 95 per-
cent of the work themselves while con-
tinuing to work full-time and traveling to 
Philadelphia every three weeks for train-
ing. They are pleased with the results. 
“Our home is our safety net; we love it 
here. It’s very warm and inviting.”

Robertson was elected to the 
Shepherdstown Town Council in the last 
election, her first foray into politics. “I 
love local politics and everyone’s opin-
ions. It’s actually fun,” Robertson said.

Two years ago, Robertson was 
diagnosed with breast cancer. She had 
surgery, followed by chemo, radiation, 
Herceptin, and Tamoxifen. “Once your 
hair falls out, everything after that is 
pretty mild,” said Robertson. She worked 
all through her treatments and learned 
how to play racquetball while going 

through chemo. “Chris says chemo 
brought my energy level down to a nor-
mal person’s!” Robertson describes her-
self as “two years clean and loving every 
day.”

Robertson relaxes by working in 
the Princess Street urban garden. “I had 
run out of ground in our little courtyard 
and [my neighbor] John Christman was 
kind enough to let us use his space,” 
said Robertson. “Chris and I repaired 
the fence, unearthed the brick walkway, 
and hauled rocks. [Organic gardener] 
Shep Ogden and I dug, planned, planted, 
watered, and weeded. I have to say I’m 
quite proud of it. It seems to give people 
who pass by a moment of joy, and us a 
bountiful harvest.”

Robertson also finds support from 
her family. Her daughter is an honor 
student at Shepherdstown Middle School 
and she enjoys acting. Robertson’s father 
is an architectural designer and her 
mother is a retired nurse. Her brother 
works for Saturn and her sister, who 
recently published her first book, works 
at American University.

Lori can be reached at (540) 336-4737.

Align Your Body as Well as Your Car
Marie DeWalt

You are a Gardener if…

1. your gardens are laid out according to 
a landscaping plan you meticulously drew 
on grid paper.

2. you look at your garden as a series of 
“outdoor rooms.”

3. shrubs and trees make up the “bones” 
of your garden.

4. you have at least one monochromatic 
flowerbed, and it’s probably blue.

5. you add a new flowerbed to your land-
scape plan after reading an article on gar-
den design trends in Fine Gardening.

6. you know the finest nurseries in a 
50-mile radius and when they have their 
best sales.

7. you are or have been president of the 
local garden club.

8. you are practiced at politely refusing 
divisions and seedlings from friends’ gar-
dens because they are not on your plant 
list.

9. you pull weeds from other people’s gar-
dens because: 
a) you love to weed; 
b) you hate weeds; 
c) you are a good friend.

10. your garden is a refuge, a playground, 
a workout. It is comforting, challenging, 
frustrating, and fulfilling—a place of 
wonder, a place to learn, a place to grow.

You are a Collector if…

1. you do not have a clue how to draw 
your house and yard to scale, or even 
where to buy grid paper.

2. an outdoor room sounds like an out-
house; it would take up too much plant 
space in the garden.

3. shrubs and trees make up the shrubs 
and trees of your garden.

4. your all-blue border is white, yellow, 
pink, purple. And some blue.

5. you add a new flowerbed to your 
landscape because you still have 20 or 
30 plants that you bought last year, now 
bursting out of their pots.

6. your car knows the way to every nurs-
ery within 50 miles, and you have a tarp 
covering the back seat in case you run out 
of room in the trunk.

7. you are a member of the local garden 
club but you have managed to prevent 
other club members from coming over to 
tour your gardens.

8. you are practiced at talking your 
friends out of a cutting or division from 
every plant in their gardens, especially the 
ones you have never seen before.

9. you take weeds from other people’s 
gardens because the weeds: 
a) belong to your favorite plant genus;
b) are underappreciated wildflowers;
c) are something you have never seen 
before.

10. your garden is a refuge, a playground, 
a workout. It is comforting, challenging, 
frustrating, and fulfilling—a place of 
wonder, a place to learn, a place to grow.

Monica Grabowska is a free-lance garden writer who is hanging up her lance, for now..

Lori Robertson
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Unfortunately, some columns simply refuse to be converted. One in particular con-
cerns a question that has plagued me since I began my journey down the garden path: 
Am I a real gardener, or merely a plant collector? I want to be a real gardener, of course. 
A Gardener is a designer, an artist who paints with restraint. A Collector is a pack rat, 
an out-of-control plant addict who plants without a plan, buys without a thought, and 
never, ever considers such matters as scale and proportion. In trying to discern my hor-
ticultural identity, I developed a checklist to determine, at last, if I am a real Gardener. 
I share it here in my final essay even though it breaks the six-word rule. I do so in an 
effort to help others struggling with the same question. Isn’t that what a real Gardener 
would do?
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One Good Turn
Marjorie Dower

Our house guest paused as I settled 
into the car. My husband and our 
guest from Manchester, U.K., 

were dressed in their elegant black-tie 
dinner garb, and I wore pearls and black 
velvet. We were just leaving to attend 
an elegant party when I remembered the 
cheese. I rushed back into the house, 
down to the cold storeroom in the base-
ment, and flipped the two heads of ched-
dar top to bottom. I returned, trying to 
clean off the basement smudges from 
my formal wear. Our guest was greatly 
amused.

Each summer I would buy two 
20-pound heads of “green” cheese from a 
small upstate New York cheese factory. I 
had to promise not to cut the cheeses dur-
ing the two-month aging process, but I 
must turn them twice a day to ripen them 
evenly. The United States Department of 
Health demands that all cheese made of 
unpasteurized milk must be aged, because 
in the aging process, harmful bacteria is 
destroyed.

Green cheese is a pale yellow, with 
the loose, mild-flavored cheese curd 
shape in evidence. Think of a pale full 
moon. As it ripens, the color deepens, 
and in the curing process, the shape of 
the curds disappears. The cheese becomes 
solid, sharper, and worth all the trouble 
of the twice-daily turnings. As we were 
driving to the party, our guest, an editor 
with the Manchester Guardian, continued 
telling us his own adventure. The previ-
ous fall he had been the ecstatic recipient 
of a 17-pound head of Stilton from one 
of the only six cheese factories in central 
England (or in the whole world) allowed 
to produce that wonderful cheese. He 
felt as if he had custody of the Hope 
diamond. He was told to keep it cool and 
turn it twice daily for two months. His 
home in Manchester had a north-facing 
screened-in back porch that was an ideal 
spot to store the cheese. Each morning 
on his way to work, and each evening on 
his return, he would turn the treasured 
cheese.

One Saturday night, some break-
ing news caused him to work late at the 
paper. It was around two in the morn-
ing when he finally dragged home. He 
stripped, showered, and was about to 
collapse into bed beside his sleeping 
wife when he remembered the unturned 
cheese. He went back downstairs to the 
porch to turn the cheese. As the cheese 
was being turned, a strong wind howled 
down the street and the door to the house 
slammed shut. Only then did he realize 

that the door was on latch, locked tight, 
and that he was outside, with no key and 
no clothes. “…And there I was, garbed 
just as I was at birth, at two o’clock in 
the morning, shivering in the Manchester 
fog.” He tried banging. His sleeping 
wife slept on. Then he cautiously edged 
behind the shrubbery around to the front 
of the house and tried ringing the bell, 
alternately banging on the door. No 
luck. The wife slept on. He was trying 
the windows in the hope of finding one 
unlatched when he saw, coming through 
the fog, the new local bobby. The bobby, 
seeing a naked man banging on the win-
dows of a house, stopped and confronted 
him. Our friend explained that he really 
lived in said house, but had been locked 
out. “Hmmm,” mused the bobby, “have 
you any ID?”

Obviously the answer was “No.”
“What were you doing outside in 

your altogether?”

“Well,” our friend said, “I had to turn 
the cheese.”

“Rightie-o,” said the bobby, with that 
“tell me another one” tone. He blew his 
whistle and immediately a police cruiser 
pulled up.

Our friend was handcuffed, draped in 
a blanket, and carted off to the police sta-
tion where he, since he had no proof as 
to his identity, was headed to the lock-up. 
He pleaded in vain with them to call the 
chief of police, who was an acquaintance 
of his. No way were they going to dis-
turb the great man for a wacko. Finally, 
another call to his home woke his sleepy 
wife. After a long time assessing the 
situation (her “He was WHAT? Wearing 
WHAT?” echoed through the police sta-
tion) she dressed, found her car keys and 
her identification, and after what seemed 
a century, made it to the station where 
she identified her husband. There was 
much shaking of heads by the police and 

many papers to sign by our shivering 
friend before he finally was allowed to 
return home. He told us that after that 
he had two back door keys made and 
hid one under the Stilton, but he never 
again needed to use them. By the time 
our friend cut the Stilton at his gala 
Christmas party, all the invitees knew 
the story. A grand cheer rose up as our 
friend pronounced the cheese worth all 
that he went through to turn it. His wife 
presented him a beautifully wrapped box 
containing two pairs of pajamas.

He said that he has worn them faith-
fully ever since.

Marjorie Dower, now living in the Far 
East (Sykesville, Md.), still looks long-
ingly westward toward her beloved 
Shepherdstown and dear friends there.

A Semester in Siena
Alison Hornbeck

The first time I stepped outside 
my apartment in Siena, Italy, I 
walked right into the middle of a 

parade. My street was filled with people 
dressed in medieval costumes: red-and-
white tights and tunics, pointy shoes, and 
silly hats that flopped over to one side 
of their heads. There were drummers 
tapping out a march, people throwing 
enormous flags, and a huge crowd fol-
lowing along and cheering at random 
intervals. It looked like a cross between 
a Renaissance fair and the aftermath of a 
very important sporting event.

I thought I had witnessed something 
unusual, but I quickly learned that it was 
more or less a standard daily occurrence 
in Siena. What I had seen was a contrada 
parade. A throwback to the Middle Ages, 
contrade are essentially neighborhoods, 
once divided according to occupation but 
now more symbolic than anything. Siena 
has 17 contrade, each with its own colors 
and mascot. My host family, for example, 
lives in the Ram contrada; other mascots 
include everything from the Unicorn to 
the Wolf to the Shell (represented by a 
literal seashell, by far the dumbest mas-
cot ever—and I would still think that 
even if the Shell weren’t the Ram’s sworn 
enemy).

Being in a contrada is kind of like 
belonging to the best club of all time; 
contrade meet to celebrate births and 
mourn deaths, discuss business, plan 
events, and sometimes just to party for 
no particular reason. People are fiercely 
loyal to their own contrada; on nearly any 
street in Siena, you can tell immediately 
which contrada you are walking through 
thanks to the enormous flags waving 
from outside each apartment window.

For outsiders like me, it is an end-
lessly fascinating thing to observe. At 
home, dressing up in medieval garb and 
parading around with a drum could get 
you into serious trouble; here, wearing 
the colors of your contrada and partici-
pating in its events are gestures of pride 
and loyalty. People here are still honoring 
a tradition that was created long before 
America was even a thought in anyone’s 
mind—for me, there’s something kind 
of humbling about that. I watch these 
contrada events pass by and wish I could 
be a part of them, while also realizing 
that there is no possible way I could ever 
hope to understand what that truly means.

That confusing mix of involvement 

and detachment has come to be one of 
the things that characterizes my study 
abroad experience. I have been here for 
nearly two and a half months now, and in 
many ways I feel that I am very much a 
part of this place. I spend my days loung-
ing in the Piazza del Campo, Siena’s 
main public square, people-watching and 
listening to the hum of Italian conversa-
tion around me. I am no longer baffled 
by the maze of winding brick streets that 
still recall the long-ago days when they 
were built. I have learned to navigate the 
counterintuitive bus system, and I know 
where to find the best gelato and the 
cheapest sandwiches.

But on the other hand, I didn’t 
grow up here, and I’m not Italian. Four 
months is not long enough to experience 
this place as anything other than a long-
term tourist. Despite weeks of intensive 
classes, my Italian skills are basic; shop-
keepers often begin speaking English 
to me before I’ve even said anything to 
them. Everything about me proclaims 
my American-ness, and there is nothing I 
can do to change that. At first I struggled 
with it, hating the idea that people were 
seeing me as just another ignorant, rude 
American, but eventually it became just 
one more thing that I had to accept about 
being here.

PHOTOS BY ALISON HORNBECK

Alison (right) and friend sitting in the campo.

St. Catherine’s

Outside Siena

Street in the rain

Outside the walls
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Poems by Tom Donlon

White Birch in Winter
My father and I planted it decades ago—
fledgling landscape at our new house.
Long gone from here and gray at the ears,
I enter the cul-de-sac. The birch smiles 
at a pale sky and spreads its silvery wings.

The tree is triple my height, its waist
rivaling mine. Mom and Dad are gone.
Their seven children, married long ago
and away from here, grow a generation 
of families and plant their own trees.

Many will come and go in this house 
of brick and frame. Children will hang 
by their knees from the birch’s arms
unaware of the turn and twist of roots 
that branch in dark earth as random roads.

The owners would smile at the door
if I were to say, “I grew up in this house. 
My father and I planted the trees.” 
I let go, round the womb of the circle 
and mouth the names of old neighbors.

Burning Bush

Last week, outside the back windows,
beside the pair of walnut trees, in late fall,
our burning bush blazed crimson. 

A month ago, its blue-green, elliptical leaves
shared the sun with four-petal purple flowers.
Then, along with luminous, drooping leaves,

seed pods hung open from long stems—
from dehiscence—the opening of mature fruit
to release their contents. Their inner lives wide open.

Scarlet seeds and leaves from this four-foot shrub
made a Sinai of the woods in our backyard.
“Moses, Moses…put off thy shoes from off thy feet.”

The fire is gone, the red and green branches bare.
Yet this bush, the shape of a vase, is again ablaze.
My wife has strung the branches with lights.

A wind picks up, twirls leaves in the yard.
We do not speak of our desire for a promised land.
Yet the fire burns low within us, our hearts wide open.

Breaking a Tooth 

Three carpenters lie in a crawlspace
below a wood floor beam rotted and sagged.
The owner allowed a toilet to leak for years
in the bathroom above. The toilet lists.

Do people choose to ignore their lives
unraveling around them? Did he think the leak
would heal itself, the floor suddenly go dry?
We place a 20-ton jack under the beam.

I pump the steel rod to hoist the jack.
Under the beam, we stack brick and block.
The floor groans. We will shore it up, replace it,
re-set the toilet, reverse years of drip, drip, drip.

As the beam reaches a hair shy of level, a block
explodes from the weight. A chunk snaps off
half of my right front tooth. With my tongue,
I feel a freeway and belly crawl for the exit.

Outside, I brush dirt from my coveralls,
announce my displeasure to three counties.
Into my truck mirror, I smile, realize my IQ
has dropped 40 points. My tooth for a toilet.

My students don’t know I stop at Ray’s Texaco
after a day of carpentry, brush off sawdust, change
into a suit, arrive on campus as the professor
to teach a night class. My kingdom for a tooth.

The dentist is skilled and replaces in minutes
what took 30 years to grow. He bonds
a composite of plastic and silicone to the tooth
and shapes it with a whirring wheel.

I leave his office and take my place with others
all over the world who have been trying for years
to tell us they never intended for their lives
to turn out this way.

Ladder Work

In ten years of carpentry,
I have set up and climbed scaffolding,
shingled houses, church roofs,
refurbished steeples, have slid once
from a tar-papered roof in a gust
and afternoon rain, landed feet first
on a deck below, have shingled
where the sun bubbled roof tar,
made tools too hot to touch,
have found my way in this land,
have knelt on church floors,
have prayed hard for wages,
for family, for friends.

This building cathedrals is an old story
really, the slippery roofs a nuisance,
but part of the job. I have a great ease
with ladders and scaffolding. As I climb
each day toward heaven, I breathe in
the clear air, and my hands grasp
the rungs. Yet the old foundations

continue to crumble beneath me,
so I pray hard for all of us.
It’s only then I have a fear of falling.

A Bricklayers Helper

Construction workers, I was told,
are built like brick walls.
Impatient to put some beef on
my boyhood bones, I found myself,
one summer, on the carrying end
of a mortar hod. It seemed
the bricklayers were always calling
for mud in their mortar pans,
or block, or tongs full of bricks.
Setting up scaffolds was like
trying to step lightly in quicksand.
I licked the sweat from my lips
and cursed the sun, the flies,
and stumbled under the weight
of 2 x 12 scaffold boards
that ripped into my shoulders.
Beads of blood, like epaulets,
spotted my T-shirt
as I pulled my plunger-feet
along behind me. I cried out,
in my toil, in my sweat,
“Christ, this is hard work.”

Jealousy and Envy

Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two,
and either one can raze a house the same,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

It could be young lovers stuck together with glue,
the guy who gets the girl or finds the fame.
Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two.

Jealousy takes three, but envy a two-toned hue.
To thwart a rival in love is a three-way game,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

Clutching for another’s wife or goods, a venue
worn and soiled, will end in blame and shame.
Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two.

Regret and self pity tighten like a thumbscrew.
You missed the chance, the job, the coveted name,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

We are Cain and Abel with a split-eyed view
with murder in our hearts and longings aflame.
Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

Tom Donlon, a project manager for Verizon, lives in 
Shenandoah Junction with his wife, Beth, and the youngest 
three of their six children. Tom has had poems published 
in literary journals and anthologies and has received 
Pushcart Prize nominations and a fellowship from the West 
Virginia Commission on the Arts. A poem, “Sago,” appears 
in the new anthology, Appalachia’s Last Stand.

Poetry

That is one of the most important 
lessons I’ve learned about living happily 
in another country—accepting that many 
things just aren’t going to be the same as 
they are at home, no matter how much 
you might want them to be. For example, 
Italians working in public service often 
do not have any particular interest in 
helping people or making things happen  
quickly, which leads to enormous lines 
everywhere you go. Unfortunately, 
Italians also do not have a very good 
concept of what a line actually entails; 
whoever wants it the most and has the 
sharpest elbows is usually served first. 
Initially it was incredibly frustrating, 
but soon enough I learned to throw my 
elbows around like everyone else.

So many things are simply different 
here, everything from the food (pasta, as 
many times a day as possible) to com-
munication (whistling at girls when they 
walk by in the street, totally OK) to even 
small stuff like the way laundry is done 
(I often come home to see my underwear 
flapping in the breeze outside the win-
dow, after which I’m fairly convinced 
my host mom irons it). It’s just not worth 
wasting energy being angry when the 
shop you want to go to has inexplicably 
closed for three hours in the middle of 
the day, or when yet another speedy old 
lady cuts in front of you when you’re  
trying to buy a bus ticket. Italy is teach-
ing me a lot of things, including how 
to just chill out and welcome whatever 
weird stuff is bound to happen.

Of course, this does take time. 
Actually, the Italian concept of time itself 
still occasionally stresses me out, usually 
when I’m trying to get from one place 

to another as quickly as possible and the 
bus has yet again decided that leaving 
on schedule isn’t particularly necessary. 
I’m used to being looked up and down 
by nearly every single person I pass in 
the street, but I will never like it. And no 
matter how many times my host mom 
offers, I just don’t want to eat an entire 
ball of mozzarella cheese that has been 
sitting in what bears a disturbing resem-
blance to swamp water.

Still, the good things far outweigh 
any frustrations. One of my very favorite 
things is coming back on Sunday night 
from a weekend spent in some other 
Italian city. Walking through the nearly 
car-free streets, passing the bank whose 
sign reads “Founded in 1472,” seeing the 
same man selling roasted chestnuts and 
the remains on the sidewalk from the guy 
who spends all day replicating Botticelli 
and Da Vinci masterpieces in chalk, pro-
duces the kind of relief that comes only 
from returning someplace that feels kind 
of like home. And when I open the heavy 
apartment door to be greeted by my host 
dad’s booming, “Ciao, amore! Come va?” 
and the family dog trying to knock me 
to the ground in excitement, that feeling 
only gets stronger. My real home will 
always be in the big house overlooking 
the river with parents who speak my 
language and dogs that are too little to 
knock me over—but once I’m back there, 
it’ll be nice to remember that I once had 
a home here, too.

Alison Hornbeck is a student at the 
College of Wooster and took her semester 
abroad this fall in Italy.

Eagle Contrada

Eagle Contrada kids

Campo tower
Covered street

City view

Campo high view

Tom Donlon
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Ar tworks
Kelly Scudieri

A Recluse with Her Soul on Display
Nan Broadhurst

Kelly Scudieri is a very private person, but each 
of her works of art exposes a piece of her. She 
paints for herself, and in doing so paradoxically 

connects with many other hearts. Whenever she makes 
a sale, she has faith that the buyer is the exact right per-
son for that painting, and a deep connection transpires. 
Often this is confirmed in the heartfelt feedback she 
receives.

Kelly grew up in Mercersberg, Pa., with artistic 
parents. Her mother was a preschool teacher, and used 
to do art with her, using whatever was available—finger 
paints, clay, even Velveeta cheese! Her father worked in 
the computer field, and did drawings at home to relax.

When she was in elementary school, Kelly took 
private art lessons with a teacher who taught her how 
to focus (she remembers spending hours drawing a 
pinecone), which gave her a solid foundation in draw-
ing skills. She entered many art contests, and won 
many prizes throughout her school career. She entered 
Shepherd University in general studies, with an empha-
sis in art, but she eventually switched to become a psy-
chology major. It was at Shepherd that she met Scooter 
Scudieri, her future husband.

Art was ever-present in her life. Though her degree 
from Shepherd was in psychology, Kelly continued to 
take art classes and participated in shows occasionally at 
the old Epicenter in Shepherdstown and other venues.

Serious art became sidelined to a job at Brooklane 
Psychiatric Hospital in Hagerstown, Md., working with 
acutely ill children. Kelly spent six years there, and 
often used art as an effective therapy tool. While provid-

ing profound life experiences, it also took a significant 
toll. The long shifts and emotional drain of working with 
severely disturbed children were difficult, so she left 
Brooklane and went to work as a counselor at Jefferson 
School, a branch of Sheppard Pratt, in Jefferson, Md. 
Jefferson School is a middle/high school for children 
with mental health and behavioral difficulties. She 
worked there for six years, another rewarding but chal-
lenging position.

The tipping point came when Kelly became preg-
nant. She left on maternity leave—never to return. 
Motherhood and art became her focus.

Kelly’s first timid step into the local professional art 
world was in 2001, with a show of small works in con-
junction with Hali Taylor’s popular annual photography 
show in Shepherdstown. To her surprise, all her original 
pieces sold. Kelly received several requests for com-
missions, so she had her first inkling that perhaps an 
art career could work. Now she is in several shows each 
year, and sells out in many of them.

Kelly works intuitively, and sometimes sees an 
entire painting on a blank canvas all at once. Sometimes 
she uses her sketches, and often several paintings 
evolve in her studio simultaneously. The works of Egon 
Schiele, Gustav Klimt, and Henri de Toulouse-Lautrec 
inspire her. She works in oils and acrylic, and in many 
dimensions. Her approach is always experimental, play-
ing with fixatives and varnishes and occasionally col-
lage. She painted on windowpanes in her earlier years, 
and that led her to paint on wood, which she continues 
to like. But for her gallery shows she uses high-grade 
canvas.

Kelly’s paintings are quite distinctive. Her subject 
matter usually includes a figure or figures, usually 
feminine, with triangulated faces, enormous soul-

searching eyes, expressively distorted bodies, and spin-
dly multi-colored, multi-textured appendages—which 
often morph into something else (guitars, for example), 
dissolve, or are disconnected completely. These char-
acters usually wear fanciful headgear and costumes 
reminiscent of a carnival. Mysterious animals, birds, and 
imaginative creatures appear now and then. Decorative 
elements and patterns abound, all suggesting a rich fan-
tasy world. The colors are rich, usually warm, and some-
times bright, sometimes light.

Along with the joyful colors and patterns, there is 
always a pensive mood, sometimes a forlorn sadness. 

Many subjects look out at the viewers with a direct-
ness and honesty that reflects confidence and depth. 
The faces aren’t necessarily portraits but rather 
universal representations of human complexity. This 
juxtaposition of the real and the bizarre results in a 
surreal experience.

Kelly collaborates with her husband, Scooter, in 
many areas. Art is the center of their family life, and 
they recently tripled the size of their 125-year-old 
house in Shepherdstown to accommodate studios 
for them both. Their home is perched on a hill over-
looking the Town Run rushing toward the Potomac, 
in a beautiful wooded setting. Collaboration begins 
with parenting their beautiful daughter (who is a 
budding artist herself), and then moves into per-
formance art and historic preservation. Scooter is 
a popular multimedia musician-songwriter-activist, 
and Kelly does the set design, makeup, and some 
of the costumes for his performances. She painted 
the faces of the huge puppets that Scooter made for 
his show Rattle to Rifle. Scooter also has a paint-
ing restoration and preservation business, Scudieri 
Restoration Painting, and Kelly does hand stenciling 
and other detail applications.

They applied their skills to the floor of her new 
studio, using a labor-intensive technique called “pol-
ished concrete.” This involves etching the concrete 
and staining it, resulting in a gorgeous finish. She is 
planning to have private lessons for children in this 
amazing space. Scooter, in turn, helps Kelly with 
the promotional side of her art, and they are in the 
process of constructing a Web site for her.

Kelly’s work can be seen at many 
Shepherdstown locations, including the Bridge 
Gallery, Stone Soup, Shaharazade’s, She-
Town Divas; in Maryland at the Gifts Inn in 
Boonsboro; and in numerous private collections in 
Shepherdstown and beyond. Her work will be fea-
tured in a group show at the Bridge Gallery, which 
will last through December. To contact Kelly for 
commissions, prints, or other information, e-mail 
her at Kizzzzer@gmail.com.

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer and artist 
living in Shepherdstown and learning to be grateful 
for all life’s lessons.
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PHOTOS PROVIDED BY KELLY SCUDIERI

Birds of a Feather

Three All the Way

Guitar Girl

Untitled Girl

Girl Sitting
Madonna

Moon Bone White

Mother Puppet

Instrumental

Kelly Scudieri
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Ar tworks
Kelly Scudieri

A Recluse with Her Soul on Display
Nan Broadhurst

Kelly Scudieri is a very private person, but each 
of her works of art exposes a piece of her. She 
paints for herself, and in doing so paradoxically 

connects with many other hearts. Whenever she makes 
a sale, she has faith that the buyer is the exact right per-
son for that painting, and a deep connection transpires. 
Often this is confirmed in the heartfelt feedback she 
receives.

Kelly grew up in Mercersberg, Pa., with artistic 
parents. Her mother was a preschool teacher, and used 
to do art with her, using whatever was available—finger 
paints, clay, even Velveeta cheese! Her father worked in 
the computer field, and did drawings at home to relax.

When she was in elementary school, Kelly took 
private art lessons with a teacher who taught her how 
to focus (she remembers spending hours drawing a 
pinecone), which gave her a solid foundation in draw-
ing skills. She entered many art contests, and won 
many prizes throughout her school career. She entered 
Shepherd University in general studies, with an empha-
sis in art, but she eventually switched to become a psy-
chology major. It was at Shepherd that she met Scooter 
Scudieri, her future husband.

Art was ever-present in her life. Though her degree 
from Shepherd was in psychology, Kelly continued to 
take art classes and participated in shows occasionally at 
the old Epicenter in Shepherdstown and other venues.

Serious art became sidelined to a job at Brooklane 
Psychiatric Hospital in Hagerstown, Md., working with 
acutely ill children. Kelly spent six years there, and 
often used art as an effective therapy tool. While provid-

ing profound life experiences, it also took a significant 
toll. The long shifts and emotional drain of working with 
severely disturbed children were difficult, so she left 
Brooklane and went to work as a counselor at Jefferson 
School, a branch of Sheppard Pratt, in Jefferson, Md. 
Jefferson School is a middle/high school for children 
with mental health and behavioral difficulties. She 
worked there for six years, another rewarding but chal-
lenging position.

The tipping point came when Kelly became preg-
nant. She left on maternity leave—never to return. 
Motherhood and art became her focus.

Kelly’s first timid step into the local professional art 
world was in 2001, with a show of small works in con-
junction with Hali Taylor’s popular annual photography 
show in Shepherdstown. To her surprise, all her original 
pieces sold. Kelly received several requests for com-
missions, so she had her first inkling that perhaps an 
art career could work. Now she is in several shows each 
year, and sells out in many of them.

Kelly works intuitively, and sometimes sees an 
entire painting on a blank canvas all at once. Sometimes 
she uses her sketches, and often several paintings 
evolve in her studio simultaneously. The works of Egon 
Schiele, Gustav Klimt, and Henri de Toulouse-Lautrec 
inspire her. She works in oils and acrylic, and in many 
dimensions. Her approach is always experimental, play-
ing with fixatives and varnishes and occasionally col-
lage. She painted on windowpanes in her earlier years, 
and that led her to paint on wood, which she continues 
to like. But for her gallery shows she uses high-grade 
canvas.

Kelly’s paintings are quite distinctive. Her subject 
matter usually includes a figure or figures, usually 
feminine, with triangulated faces, enormous soul-

searching eyes, expressively distorted bodies, and spin-
dly multi-colored, multi-textured appendages—which 
often morph into something else (guitars, for example), 
dissolve, or are disconnected completely. These char-
acters usually wear fanciful headgear and costumes 
reminiscent of a carnival. Mysterious animals, birds, and 
imaginative creatures appear now and then. Decorative 
elements and patterns abound, all suggesting a rich fan-
tasy world. The colors are rich, usually warm, and some-
times bright, sometimes light.

Along with the joyful colors and patterns, there is 
always a pensive mood, sometimes a forlorn sadness. 

Many subjects look out at the viewers with a direct-
ness and honesty that reflects confidence and depth. 
The faces aren’t necessarily portraits but rather 
universal representations of human complexity. This 
juxtaposition of the real and the bizarre results in a 
surreal experience.

Kelly collaborates with her husband, Scooter, in 
many areas. Art is the center of their family life, and 
they recently tripled the size of their 125-year-old 
house in Shepherdstown to accommodate studios 
for them both. Their home is perched on a hill over-
looking the Town Run rushing toward the Potomac, 
in a beautiful wooded setting. Collaboration begins 
with parenting their beautiful daughter (who is a 
budding artist herself), and then moves into per-
formance art and historic preservation. Scooter is 
a popular multimedia musician-songwriter-activist, 
and Kelly does the set design, makeup, and some 
of the costumes for his performances. She painted 
the faces of the huge puppets that Scooter made for 
his show Rattle to Rifle. Scooter also has a paint-
ing restoration and preservation business, Scudieri 
Restoration Painting, and Kelly does hand stenciling 
and other detail applications.

They applied their skills to the floor of her new 
studio, using a labor-intensive technique called “pol-
ished concrete.” This involves etching the concrete 
and staining it, resulting in a gorgeous finish. She is 
planning to have private lessons for children in this 
amazing space. Scooter, in turn, helps Kelly with 
the promotional side of her art, and they are in the 
process of constructing a Web site for her.

Kelly’s work can be seen at many 
Shepherdstown locations, including the Bridge 
Gallery, Stone Soup, Shaharazade’s, She-
Town Divas; in Maryland at the Gifts Inn in 
Boonsboro; and in numerous private collections in 
Shepherdstown and beyond. Her work will be fea-
tured in a group show at the Bridge Gallery, which 
will last through December. To contact Kelly for 
commissions, prints, or other information, e-mail 
her at Kizzzzer@gmail.com.

Nan Broadhurst is a graphic designer and artist 
living in Shepherdstown and learning to be grateful 
for all life’s lessons.
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Poems by Tom Donlon

White Birch in Winter
My father and I planted it decades ago—
fledgling landscape at our new house.
Long gone from here and gray at the ears,
I enter the cul-de-sac. The birch smiles 
at a pale sky and spreads its silvery wings.

The tree is triple my height, its waist
rivaling mine. Mom and Dad are gone.
Their seven children, married long ago
and away from here, grow a generation 
of families and plant their own trees.

Many will come and go in this house 
of brick and frame. Children will hang 
by their knees from the birch’s arms
unaware of the turn and twist of roots 
that branch in dark earth as random roads.

The owners would smile at the door
if I were to say, “I grew up in this house. 
My father and I planted the trees.” 
I let go, round the womb of the circle 
and mouth the names of old neighbors.

Burning Bush

Last week, outside the back windows,
beside the pair of walnut trees, in late fall,
our burning bush blazed crimson. 

A month ago, its blue-green, elliptical leaves
shared the sun with four-petal purple flowers.
Then, along with luminous, drooping leaves,

seed pods hung open from long stems—
from dehiscence—the opening of mature fruit
to release their contents. Their inner lives wide open.

Scarlet seeds and leaves from this four-foot shrub
made a Sinai of the woods in our backyard.
“Moses, Moses…put off thy shoes from off thy feet.”

The fire is gone, the red and green branches bare.
Yet this bush, the shape of a vase, is again ablaze.
My wife has strung the branches with lights.

A wind picks up, twirls leaves in the yard.
We do not speak of our desire for a promised land.
Yet the fire burns low within us, our hearts wide open.

Breaking a Tooth 

Three carpenters lie in a crawlspace
below a wood floor beam rotted and sagged.
The owner allowed a toilet to leak for years
in the bathroom above. The toilet lists.

Do people choose to ignore their lives
unraveling around them? Did he think the leak
would heal itself, the floor suddenly go dry?
We place a 20-ton jack under the beam.

I pump the steel rod to hoist the jack.
Under the beam, we stack brick and block.
The floor groans. We will shore it up, replace it,
re-set the toilet, reverse years of drip, drip, drip.

As the beam reaches a hair shy of level, a block
explodes from the weight. A chunk snaps off
half of my right front tooth. With my tongue,
I feel a freeway and belly crawl for the exit.

Outside, I brush dirt from my coveralls,
announce my displeasure to three counties.
Into my truck mirror, I smile, realize my IQ
has dropped 40 points. My tooth for a toilet.

My students don’t know I stop at Ray’s Texaco
after a day of carpentry, brush off sawdust, change
into a suit, arrive on campus as the professor
to teach a night class. My kingdom for a tooth.

The dentist is skilled and replaces in minutes
what took 30 years to grow. He bonds
a composite of plastic and silicone to the tooth
and shapes it with a whirring wheel.

I leave his office and take my place with others
all over the world who have been trying for years
to tell us they never intended for their lives
to turn out this way.

Ladder Work

In ten years of carpentry,
I have set up and climbed scaffolding,
shingled houses, church roofs,
refurbished steeples, have slid once
from a tar-papered roof in a gust
and afternoon rain, landed feet first
on a deck below, have shingled
where the sun bubbled roof tar,
made tools too hot to touch,
have found my way in this land,
have knelt on church floors,
have prayed hard for wages,
for family, for friends.

This building cathedrals is an old story
really, the slippery roofs a nuisance,
but part of the job. I have a great ease
with ladders and scaffolding. As I climb
each day toward heaven, I breathe in
the clear air, and my hands grasp
the rungs. Yet the old foundations

continue to crumble beneath me,
so I pray hard for all of us.
It’s only then I have a fear of falling.

A Bricklayers Helper

Construction workers, I was told,
are built like brick walls.
Impatient to put some beef on
my boyhood bones, I found myself,
one summer, on the carrying end
of a mortar hod. It seemed
the bricklayers were always calling
for mud in their mortar pans,
or block, or tongs full of bricks.
Setting up scaffolds was like
trying to step lightly in quicksand.
I licked the sweat from my lips
and cursed the sun, the flies,
and stumbled under the weight
of 2 x 12 scaffold boards
that ripped into my shoulders.
Beads of blood, like epaulets,
spotted my T-shirt
as I pulled my plunger-feet
along behind me. I cried out,
in my toil, in my sweat,
“Christ, this is hard work.”

Jealousy and Envy

Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two,
and either one can raze a house the same,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

It could be young lovers stuck together with glue,
the guy who gets the girl or finds the fame.
Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two.

Jealousy takes three, but envy a two-toned hue.
To thwart a rival in love is a three-way game,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

Clutching for another’s wife or goods, a venue
worn and soiled, will end in blame and shame.
Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two.

Regret and self pity tighten like a thumbscrew.
You missed the chance, the job, the coveted name,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

We are Cain and Abel with a split-eyed view
with murder in our hearts and longings aflame.
Though different fires, they’ll burn a heart in two,
yet desire burned will purge the Cain from you.

Tom Donlon, a project manager for Verizon, lives in 
Shenandoah Junction with his wife, Beth, and the youngest 
three of their six children. Tom has had poems published 
in literary journals and anthologies and has received 
Pushcart Prize nominations and a fellowship from the West 
Virginia Commission on the Arts. A poem, “Sago,” appears 
in the new anthology, Appalachia’s Last Stand.

Poetry

That is one of the most important 
lessons I’ve learned about living happily 
in another country—accepting that many 
things just aren’t going to be the same as 
they are at home, no matter how much 
you might want them to be. For example, 
Italians working in public service often 
do not have any particular interest in 
helping people or making things happen  
quickly, which leads to enormous lines 
everywhere you go. Unfortunately, 
Italians also do not have a very good 
concept of what a line actually entails; 
whoever wants it the most and has the 
sharpest elbows is usually served first. 
Initially it was incredibly frustrating, 
but soon enough I learned to throw my 
elbows around like everyone else.

So many things are simply different 
here, everything from the food (pasta, as 
many times a day as possible) to com-
munication (whistling at girls when they 
walk by in the street, totally OK) to even 
small stuff like the way laundry is done 
(I often come home to see my underwear 
flapping in the breeze outside the win-
dow, after which I’m fairly convinced 
my host mom irons it). It’s just not worth 
wasting energy being angry when the 
shop you want to go to has inexplicably 
closed for three hours in the middle of 
the day, or when yet another speedy old 
lady cuts in front of you when you’re  
trying to buy a bus ticket. Italy is teach-
ing me a lot of things, including how 
to just chill out and welcome whatever 
weird stuff is bound to happen.

Of course, this does take time. 
Actually, the Italian concept of time itself 
still occasionally stresses me out, usually 
when I’m trying to get from one place 

to another as quickly as possible and the 
bus has yet again decided that leaving 
on schedule isn’t particularly necessary. 
I’m used to being looked up and down 
by nearly every single person I pass in 
the street, but I will never like it. And no 
matter how many times my host mom 
offers, I just don’t want to eat an entire 
ball of mozzarella cheese that has been 
sitting in what bears a disturbing resem-
blance to swamp water.

Still, the good things far outweigh 
any frustrations. One of my very favorite 
things is coming back on Sunday night 
from a weekend spent in some other 
Italian city. Walking through the nearly 
car-free streets, passing the bank whose 
sign reads “Founded in 1472,” seeing the 
same man selling roasted chestnuts and 
the remains on the sidewalk from the guy 
who spends all day replicating Botticelli 
and Da Vinci masterpieces in chalk, pro-
duces the kind of relief that comes only 
from returning someplace that feels kind 
of like home. And when I open the heavy 
apartment door to be greeted by my host 
dad’s booming, “Ciao, amore! Come va?” 
and the family dog trying to knock me 
to the ground in excitement, that feeling 
only gets stronger. My real home will 
always be in the big house overlooking 
the river with parents who speak my 
language and dogs that are too little to 
knock me over—but once I’m back there, 
it’ll be nice to remember that I once had 
a home here, too.

Alison Hornbeck is a student at the 
College of Wooster and took her semester 
abroad this fall in Italy.

Eagle Contrada

Eagle Contrada kids

Campo tower
Covered street

City view

Campo high view

Tom Donlon
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One Good Turn
Marjorie Dower

Our house guest paused as I settled 
into the car. My husband and our 
guest from Manchester, U.K., 

were dressed in their elegant black-tie 
dinner garb, and I wore pearls and black 
velvet. We were just leaving to attend 
an elegant party when I remembered the 
cheese. I rushed back into the house, 
down to the cold storeroom in the base-
ment, and flipped the two heads of ched-
dar top to bottom. I returned, trying to 
clean off the basement smudges from 
my formal wear. Our guest was greatly 
amused.

Each summer I would buy two 
20-pound heads of “green” cheese from a 
small upstate New York cheese factory. I 
had to promise not to cut the cheeses dur-
ing the two-month aging process, but I 
must turn them twice a day to ripen them 
evenly. The United States Department of 
Health demands that all cheese made of 
unpasteurized milk must be aged, because 
in the aging process, harmful bacteria is 
destroyed.

Green cheese is a pale yellow, with 
the loose, mild-flavored cheese curd 
shape in evidence. Think of a pale full 
moon. As it ripens, the color deepens, 
and in the curing process, the shape of 
the curds disappears. The cheese becomes 
solid, sharper, and worth all the trouble 
of the twice-daily turnings. As we were 
driving to the party, our guest, an editor 
with the Manchester Guardian, continued 
telling us his own adventure. The previ-
ous fall he had been the ecstatic recipient 
of a 17-pound head of Stilton from one 
of the only six cheese factories in central 
England (or in the whole world) allowed 
to produce that wonderful cheese. He 
felt as if he had custody of the Hope 
diamond. He was told to keep it cool and 
turn it twice daily for two months. His 
home in Manchester had a north-facing 
screened-in back porch that was an ideal 
spot to store the cheese. Each morning 
on his way to work, and each evening on 
his return, he would turn the treasured 
cheese.

One Saturday night, some break-
ing news caused him to work late at the 
paper. It was around two in the morn-
ing when he finally dragged home. He 
stripped, showered, and was about to 
collapse into bed beside his sleeping 
wife when he remembered the unturned 
cheese. He went back downstairs to the 
porch to turn the cheese. As the cheese 
was being turned, a strong wind howled 
down the street and the door to the house 
slammed shut. Only then did he realize 

that the door was on latch, locked tight, 
and that he was outside, with no key and 
no clothes. “…And there I was, garbed 
just as I was at birth, at two o’clock in 
the morning, shivering in the Manchester 
fog.” He tried banging. His sleeping 
wife slept on. Then he cautiously edged 
behind the shrubbery around to the front 
of the house and tried ringing the bell, 
alternately banging on the door. No 
luck. The wife slept on. He was trying 
the windows in the hope of finding one 
unlatched when he saw, coming through 
the fog, the new local bobby. The bobby, 
seeing a naked man banging on the win-
dows of a house, stopped and confronted 
him. Our friend explained that he really 
lived in said house, but had been locked 
out. “Hmmm,” mused the bobby, “have 
you any ID?”

Obviously the answer was “No.”
“What were you doing outside in 

your altogether?”

“Well,” our friend said, “I had to turn 
the cheese.”

“Rightie-o,” said the bobby, with that 
“tell me another one” tone. He blew his 
whistle and immediately a police cruiser 
pulled up.

Our friend was handcuffed, draped in 
a blanket, and carted off to the police sta-
tion where he, since he had no proof as 
to his identity, was headed to the lock-up. 
He pleaded in vain with them to call the 
chief of police, who was an acquaintance 
of his. No way were they going to dis-
turb the great man for a wacko. Finally, 
another call to his home woke his sleepy 
wife. After a long time assessing the 
situation (her “He was WHAT? Wearing 
WHAT?” echoed through the police sta-
tion) she dressed, found her car keys and 
her identification, and after what seemed 
a century, made it to the station where 
she identified her husband. There was 
much shaking of heads by the police and 

many papers to sign by our shivering 
friend before he finally was allowed to 
return home. He told us that after that 
he had two back door keys made and 
hid one under the Stilton, but he never 
again needed to use them. By the time 
our friend cut the Stilton at his gala 
Christmas party, all the invitees knew 
the story. A grand cheer rose up as our 
friend pronounced the cheese worth all 
that he went through to turn it. His wife 
presented him a beautifully wrapped box 
containing two pairs of pajamas.

He said that he has worn them faith-
fully ever since.

Marjorie Dower, now living in the Far 
East (Sykesville, Md.), still looks long-
ingly westward toward her beloved 
Shepherdstown and dear friends there.

A Semester in Siena
Alison Hornbeck

The first time I stepped outside 
my apartment in Siena, Italy, I 
walked right into the middle of a 

parade. My street was filled with people 
dressed in medieval costumes: red-and-
white tights and tunics, pointy shoes, and 
silly hats that flopped over to one side 
of their heads. There were drummers 
tapping out a march, people throwing 
enormous flags, and a huge crowd fol-
lowing along and cheering at random 
intervals. It looked like a cross between 
a Renaissance fair and the aftermath of a 
very important sporting event.

I thought I had witnessed something 
unusual, but I quickly learned that it was 
more or less a standard daily occurrence 
in Siena. What I had seen was a contrada 
parade. A throwback to the Middle Ages, 
contrade are essentially neighborhoods, 
once divided according to occupation but 
now more symbolic than anything. Siena 
has 17 contrade, each with its own colors 
and mascot. My host family, for example, 
lives in the Ram contrada; other mascots 
include everything from the Unicorn to 
the Wolf to the Shell (represented by a 
literal seashell, by far the dumbest mas-
cot ever—and I would still think that 
even if the Shell weren’t the Ram’s sworn 
enemy).

Being in a contrada is kind of like 
belonging to the best club of all time; 
contrade meet to celebrate births and 
mourn deaths, discuss business, plan 
events, and sometimes just to party for 
no particular reason. People are fiercely 
loyal to their own contrada; on nearly any 
street in Siena, you can tell immediately 
which contrada you are walking through 
thanks to the enormous flags waving 
from outside each apartment window.

For outsiders like me, it is an end-
lessly fascinating thing to observe. At 
home, dressing up in medieval garb and 
parading around with a drum could get 
you into serious trouble; here, wearing 
the colors of your contrada and partici-
pating in its events are gestures of pride 
and loyalty. People here are still honoring 
a tradition that was created long before 
America was even a thought in anyone’s 
mind—for me, there’s something kind 
of humbling about that. I watch these 
contrada events pass by and wish I could 
be a part of them, while also realizing 
that there is no possible way I could ever 
hope to understand what that truly means.

That confusing mix of involvement 

and detachment has come to be one of 
the things that characterizes my study 
abroad experience. I have been here for 
nearly two and a half months now, and in 
many ways I feel that I am very much a 
part of this place. I spend my days loung-
ing in the Piazza del Campo, Siena’s 
main public square, people-watching and 
listening to the hum of Italian conversa-
tion around me. I am no longer baffled 
by the maze of winding brick streets that 
still recall the long-ago days when they 
were built. I have learned to navigate the 
counterintuitive bus system, and I know 
where to find the best gelato and the 
cheapest sandwiches.

But on the other hand, I didn’t 
grow up here, and I’m not Italian. Four 
months is not long enough to experience 
this place as anything other than a long-
term tourist. Despite weeks of intensive 
classes, my Italian skills are basic; shop-
keepers often begin speaking English 
to me before I’ve even said anything to 
them. Everything about me proclaims 
my American-ness, and there is nothing I 
can do to change that. At first I struggled 
with it, hating the idea that people were 
seeing me as just another ignorant, rude 
American, but eventually it became just 
one more thing that I had to accept about 
being here.

PHOTOS BY ALISON HORNBECK

Alison (right) and friend sitting in the campo.

St. Catherine’s

Outside Siena

Street in the rain

Outside the walls
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A gardener in December is like Santa in January. The season has passed, and 
next year is so far into the future that our tools can be locked up and our 
planting beds tucked in for a long winter’s nap. Most of us are busy with the 

holiday hustle and bustle, whether caught up in the madness or fending it off.
With gardeners so preoccupied, garden writers face a perennial conundrum: 

how do you sell toys to Santa in January? Or, what do you write that gardeners 
will read in December? Most astute garden readers know that there are some tried-
and-true solutions to this dilemma: “Gifts for the Gardener,” “Holiday Décor From 
the Garden,” “Indoor Gardening,” and, of course, “Poinsettias for Every Home.” I 
have written most of these articles more than once, and from various angles: “Gifts 
Gardeners Dread,” “Holiday Décor from the Compost Pile,” “Moving the Indoors 
Out,” and, of course, “Poison Poinsettias.” I have also read 
them often enough to know that they rarely sustain 
enough interest to hold the seasoned gardener 
through more than a paragraph or two.

As a service to our harried readers, 
I decided to write all of those traditional 
December gardening articles here, with none 
being longer than two paragraphs. Our edi-
tor’s gift to our harried readers? Each article, 
exclusive of the title, shall be exactly six words 
long. I suppose this constrictive word count is a 
homage to Larry Smith and Rachel Fershleiser’s 
best-selling series of six-word memoirs. Judging from the 
thousands of such memoirs that have been published, telling a life 
story in exactly six words is easy, but a gardening article? Some plant names 
are longer than that!

My protestations fell on deaf ears. Maybe a new genre will result. I could 
become Twitter’s garden columnist.

The Perfect Garden Gift: Can’t control the weather? Give cash.
Gifts Gardeners Dread: Gnomes sow illwill; go to Goodwill.
Holiday Décor From the Garden: Spray paint the weeds; Martha would.
Holiday Décor From the Compost Pile: Fecal figurines make great party icebreakers.
Indoor Gardening: Miss garden fingernails? Repot your houseplants. 
Moving the Indoors Out: Overachieving houseplant booted to porch; frosted.
Poinsettias for Every Home: Most people still prefer the red ones.
Poinsettia Recipes: New study—not poisonous after all.
The Garden in Winter: Subnivean life abounds while we chill.
The Gardener in Winter: Hope springs eternal, or it’s amnesia.

This exercise in brevity has inspired me. With my older daughter heading off 
to college next fall, I am making plans to re-enter the workforce full time, and it is 
becoming clear that I will no longer have time to write lengthy garden articles. At 
just six words each, these gardening Tweets could make it possible for me to keep 
my Garden Writer credentials.

I will begin by reworking the articles I have written during the last 10 years as a 
gardening columnist at each of Shepherdstown’s three newspapers. I had been plan-
ning to compile them into a book, but the denizens of the digital age tell me that 
the book is soon to suffer the same fate as the LP and the VHS. Clearly it is time 
to compress my files and cut those columns down to a byte-sized format. Here, in 
short, is a year of garden columns.

January: Seed catalogs fill mailboxes and wishgardens.
February: Chocolate plants warm a gardener’s heart.
March: Plant pawpaw; butterflies will thank you.
April: Butterfly bush is an alien invader!
May: Take a hike in trillium woods.
June: Garden tour incites midnight mulch runs.
July: Plants under a walnut soon wither.
August: Native plants have complex sex lives.
September: Ragweed, not goldenrod, makes you sneeze.
October: Burning pollutes; composting locks carbon up.
November: Brits appreciate pokeweed, why don’t we?
December: American chestnut is staging a comeback.

A Perennial Question
Monica Grabowska

Shepherdstown resident and town 
councilwoman Lori Robertson 
became a Structural Integration 

(SI) practitioner three years ago after 
becoming frustrated with the techniques 
she had learned in massage school. 
Through SI, she discovered ways to 
relieve her clients’ aches, pains, and dys-
function.

The aim of SI is to align the body 
to heal and prevent muscular discomfort. 
SI practitioners manipulate a client’s 
connective tissue (fascia) to balance the 
body’s skeletal and muscular structure. 
The idea is that each segment of the body 
should relate properly to the others so 
that the body’s structure will be secure 
and it can use gravity for support. This 
approach to bodywork borrows from 
yoga, osteopathy, deep tissue massage, 
and chiropractic and physical therapy 
techniques. However, it goes beyond 
those treatments in stretching and length-
ening the body’s connective tissue, thus 
changing the shape of the body. SI prac-
titioners use soft tissue techniques only. 
They are not chiropractors and do not 
work directly with the bones but rather 
the tissue around the bones.

The soft connective tissue in our 
bodies is meant to be fluid and gel-like as 
it is when we are young. It forms a net-
work that connects all of our movements 
and it cleanses and hydrates our muscles. 
Stress, injury, aging, and overuse make 
the connective tissue shorter and tougher, 
locking the muscles and preventing them 
from fully relaxing. The body is thus 
pulled out of shape and muscles do not 
perform as well as they should. This 
leads to conditions such as carpal tunnel 
syndrome, sciatica, scoliosis, and bulging 
disks. SI treatment restores flexibility, 
strength, quick healing, and good posture.

SI was first developed by Dr. Ida 
P. Rolf in the 1930s and it is some-
times referred to as “Rolfing.” The 
International Association of Structural 
Integrators (IASI) was established in 
2002, bringing together several schools 
that teach SI: the Rolf Institute, the Guild 
for Structural Integration, Hellerwork 
Structural Integration, and Kinesis 
Myofascial Integration, among others. 
The IASI promotes SI as a cornerstone to 
health and well-being and has established 
standards for its practice. SI practitioners 
must complete between 650 and 2,000 
hours of specialized training.

Robertson reports being interested in 
anatomy at an early age, perhaps inspired 
by the fact that she and her family lived 

across the street from an emergency 
room. She would watch the ambulances 
unloading patients in the ER bay through 
holes in the concrete barrier. “I had a 
strong stomach even then!” Robertson 
said.

Robertson worked as a certified 
surgical technologist for six years in the 
1980s at Winchester Medical Center. 
She married in 1986 and moved to 
Edenton, N.C., in 1990 where her career 
choices were “scrub tech or scrub tech.” 
Robertson chose scrub tech as she had 
a lot of experience in that area as well. 
Robertson and her husband returned to 
Winchester in 1995, and her daughter 
Rachael was born the following year. 
While working for an oral surgeon’s 
office, Robertson saw an ad for the 
Virginia School of Massage. She started 
classes on her birthday in 1999, gradu-
ated in 2001, and opened her practice 
that year in Winchester. Robertson and 
her husband divorced in 2006 but remain 
good friends to this day.

“My early work in bodywork was 
quite frustrating as I could feel dysfunc-
tion but didn’t have the training to correct 
the problems,” Robertson said. “Massage 
school is great for teaching students just 
enough to pass the boards. If you want 
more knowledge, then you’re going to 
have to seek out the best educators in 
your field and spend a bunch of money. 
Fortunately, one of my co-workers was 
manic about learning great techniques 
and shared them with me.” That would 
be her best friend and partner today, 
Chris Crawford, with whom she shares a 
home and Winchester and Shepherdstown 
offices.

“We have continued our quest for 
training with the best manual therapist’s 
learning techniques that we have inte-
grated into our daily work,” explained 
Robertson. “These techniques are goal 
oriented, meaning we can test an area for 
dysfunction, use a technique, and then 
retest. It is definitive. If one technique 
doesn’t correct the problem then we have 
many others in our toolbox.”

Robertson says that clients come 
in for many different reasons, including 
back, shoulder, neck, knee, wrist, elbow, 
and foot pain. Some have specific issues 
like carpal tunnel, plantar fasciitis, tennis 
elbow, headaches, whiplash, and injury 
from car/bike/exercise, rib dysfunction, 
joint issues, or nerve pain. “We see it all,” 
she said.

Robertson explains the sequence 
of SI sessions: Structural Integration is 

a series of 10 hour-
long sessions that are 
designed to address 
every part of the 
body to bring it into 
balance with itself. 
For example, ses-
sion one is designed 
to “open the breath,” 
so it includes lots of 
chest and upper back 
work so the client can 
achieve a deep breath 
allowing much needed 
oxygen into the system.

Session two is 
getting the client 
“grounded” so that 
session is focused on 
freeing up the feet and 
lower legs. Session 
seven is focused on 
the face and neck, and 
session 10 is a won-
derful cranial sacral/
polarity/cerebral 
spinal fluid session. 
From sessions one to 
10, all areas of the 
body are addressed. 
During every session, 
leg lengths, pelvic 
rotations, and restric-
tions in the back are checked and treated. 
Again, this is done utilizing soft tissue 
techniques.

“It’s always great fun to witness the 
changes in a client’s body and to see their 
faces knowing they don’t have to live 
with chronic pain,” Robertson said.

Robertson and Crawford bought their 
Princess Street home in 2006 as is and 
renovated it in nine months doing 95 per-
cent of the work themselves while con-
tinuing to work full-time and traveling to 
Philadelphia every three weeks for train-
ing. They are pleased with the results. 
“Our home is our safety net; we love it 
here. It’s very warm and inviting.”

Robertson was elected to the 
Shepherdstown Town Council in the last 
election, her first foray into politics. “I 
love local politics and everyone’s opin-
ions. It’s actually fun,” Robertson said.

Two years ago, Robertson was 
diagnosed with breast cancer. She had 
surgery, followed by chemo, radiation, 
Herceptin, and Tamoxifen. “Once your 
hair falls out, everything after that is 
pretty mild,” said Robertson. She worked 
all through her treatments and learned 
how to play racquetball while going 

through chemo. “Chris says chemo 
brought my energy level down to a nor-
mal person’s!” Robertson describes her-
self as “two years clean and loving every 
day.”

Robertson relaxes by working in 
the Princess Street urban garden. “I had 
run out of ground in our little courtyard 
and [my neighbor] John Christman was 
kind enough to let us use his space,” 
said Robertson. “Chris and I repaired 
the fence, unearthed the brick walkway, 
and hauled rocks. [Organic gardener] 
Shep Ogden and I dug, planned, planted, 
watered, and weeded. I have to say I’m 
quite proud of it. It seems to give people 
who pass by a moment of joy, and us a 
bountiful harvest.”

Robertson also finds support from 
her family. Her daughter is an honor 
student at Shepherdstown Middle School 
and she enjoys acting. Robertson’s father 
is an architectural designer and her 
mother is a retired nurse. Her brother 
works for Saturn and her sister, who 
recently published her first book, works 
at American University.

Lori can be reached at (540) 336-4737.

Align Your Body as Well as Your Car
Marie DeWalt

You are a Gardener if…

1. your gardens are laid out according to 
a landscaping plan you meticulously drew 
on grid paper.

2. you look at your garden as a series of 
“outdoor rooms.”

3. shrubs and trees make up the “bones” 
of your garden.

4. you have at least one monochromatic 
flowerbed, and it’s probably blue.

5. you add a new flowerbed to your land-
scape plan after reading an article on gar-
den design trends in Fine Gardening.

6. you know the finest nurseries in a 
50-mile radius and when they have their 
best sales.

7. you are or have been president of the 
local garden club.

8. you are practiced at politely refusing 
divisions and seedlings from friends’ gar-
dens because they are not on your plant 
list.

9. you pull weeds from other people’s gar-
dens because: 
a) you love to weed; 
b) you hate weeds; 
c) you are a good friend.

10. your garden is a refuge, a playground, 
a workout. It is comforting, challenging, 
frustrating, and fulfilling—a place of 
wonder, a place to learn, a place to grow.

You are a Collector if…

1. you do not have a clue how to draw 
your house and yard to scale, or even 
where to buy grid paper.

2. an outdoor room sounds like an out-
house; it would take up too much plant 
space in the garden.

3. shrubs and trees make up the shrubs 
and trees of your garden.

4. your all-blue border is white, yellow, 
pink, purple. And some blue.

5. you add a new flowerbed to your 
landscape because you still have 20 or 
30 plants that you bought last year, now 
bursting out of their pots.

6. your car knows the way to every nurs-
ery within 50 miles, and you have a tarp 
covering the back seat in case you run out 
of room in the trunk.

7. you are a member of the local garden 
club but you have managed to prevent 
other club members from coming over to 
tour your gardens.

8. you are practiced at talking your 
friends out of a cutting or division from 
every plant in their gardens, especially the 
ones you have never seen before.

9. you take weeds from other people’s 
gardens because the weeds: 
a) belong to your favorite plant genus;
b) are underappreciated wildflowers;
c) are something you have never seen 
before.

10. your garden is a refuge, a playground, 
a workout. It is comforting, challenging, 
frustrating, and fulfilling—a place of 
wonder, a place to learn, a place to grow.

Monica Grabowska is a free-lance garden writer who is hanging up her lance, for now..

Lori Robertson
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Unfortunately, some columns simply refuse to be converted. One in particular con-
cerns a question that has plagued me since I began my journey down the garden path: 
Am I a real gardener, or merely a plant collector? I want to be a real gardener, of course. 
A Gardener is a designer, an artist who paints with restraint. A Collector is a pack rat, 
an out-of-control plant addict who plants without a plan, buys without a thought, and 
never, ever considers such matters as scale and proportion. In trying to discern my hor-
ticultural identity, I developed a checklist to determine, at last, if I am a real Gardener. 
I share it here in my final essay even though it breaks the six-word rule. I do so in an 
effort to help others struggling with the same question. Isn’t that what a real Gardener 
would do?
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Although for some people cinema means 
something superficial and glamorous, it 
is something else. I think it is the mirror 
of the world.

—Jeanne Moreau

Shepherdstown just concluded 
its Sixth annual American 
Conservation Film Festival 

(ACFF). As part of the selection com-
mittee for that festival, cinema is much 
on my mind. I estimated I have watched 
perhaps 500 films (or at least parts of 
films) while on the selection committee, 
and I thought it might make sense to pick 
my 10 favorite environmental films of 
all time. Some were screened by ACFF, 
others are just personal favorites that 
have stuck with me. The number 10 was 
arbitrary and the selections likewise. As 
a historian, my reflexes require me to list 
them chronologically.

1. Nanook of the North: A Story of Life 
and Love in the Actual Arctic (1922)

Nanook is perhaps the first feature-
length documentary and, as luck would 
have it, an environmental one. Following 
one Inuit family on the Hudson Bay over 
the course of a year, it is a compelling 
look at a family’s struggle against a harsh 
environment. Nanook hunts a walrus with 
a spear and nearly gets pulled into an 
air hole trying to pull in a giant seal. It 
is a film of a vanishing culture (actually 
vanished—most Inuits used guns by this 
time, including Nanook) and a compel-
ling early piece of cinema.

2. The Plow that Broke the Plains (1936)
The film that not only showed the 

Dust Bowl, but explained the cause 
of the “dirty thirties.” The New Deal 
Resettlement Administration made this 
documentary to explain the cause of the 
1930s Dust Bowl and generate support 
for resettlement of busted farmers and 
restoration of the Great Plains landscape. 
What saved this documentary from 
being pure propaganda was director Pare 
Lorentz, a West Virginia native and a 
filmmaker of great vision. With a bare-
bones script that reads like a Whitman 
poem, an omniscient narrator, and a 
Coplandesque score by Virgil Thomson, 

this film shaped our view of 
the Dust Bowl for the next 75 
years.

3. The Birds (1963)
Director Alfred 

Hitchcock’s thriller describes 
inexplicable bird attacks in 
Northern California culmi-
nating in a truly shocking 
attack on school children. 
Based on an even darker 
story by Daphne du Maurier, 
The Birds suggests nature 
may ultimately be alien and 
unknowable. Nature’s motives 
may not be ours and ulti-
mately there may be no  
solutions, no answers. My favorite quote 
from the movie comes from the elderly 
female ornithologist: “I have never 
known birds of different species to flock 
together. The very concept is unimagi-
nable. Why, if that happened, we wouldn’t 
stand a chance! How could we possibly 
hope to fight them?” Yikes!

4. Silent Running (1972)
In the near future, the earth has 

become so polluted that the remaining 
plants and animals can only survive in 
space-borne biodomes. When they are 
ordered destroyed, futuristic environ-
mentalist Bruce Dern saves them with 
the help of three poker-playing robots. 
Although the synopsis makes it sound 
inane (and the 1970s soundtrack is 
egregious), this is an oddly moving film 
that clearly influenced everything from 
Biosphere 2 to Battlestar Galactica. 
Silent Spring meets Star Wars with Bruce 
Dern at his most alien.

5. Never Cry Wolf (1983)
Based on the suspect book by Farley 

Mowat and starring Charles Martin Smith 
(the nerdy “Toad” in American Graffiti), 
this film should have been an abomi-
nation. Yet largely because of Smith’s 
endearing performance in a human  
version of The Call of the Wild, the film 
makes important and entertaining points 
about humans’ relations with our most 
similar North American predator.

6. Last of the Mohicans (1992)
Set in 1757, this James Fenimore 

Cooper classic directed by Michael Mann 
recreates North America on the verge 
of a tremendous environmental trans-
formation. The lush green woods, the 
Mohicans, and lone hunters like Hawkeye 
are all endangered species in a colonial 
America that is alternately alien and 
breathtaking.

7. Winged Migration (2001)
What if you made a movie with 

virtually no narration, odd French pop 
music, and filmed it from a birds-eye 
view? The result is perhaps the most 
visually striking film ever produced. 
Birds do indeed inhabit a different world 
than we do, and this film lets us visit this 
rarified world briefly but unforgettably. 
It allows the possibility of hope that 
Hitchcock was wrong and that birds want 
to fill us with wonder, rather than peck 
our brains out.

8. Being Caribou (2005)
In 2003, husband-and-wife team 

Karsten Heuer and Leanne Allison 
migrated for five months and 1,500  
kilometers across the Yukon and Alaska, 
following the Porcupine caribou herd. 
The journey was insane, backbreaking, 
and engrossing. These filmmakers prove 
the adage that it is the journey, not the 
destination, that is important.

9. Grizzly Man (2005)
Grizzly bear activist Timothy 

Treadwell is eaten by the creatures he 
seeks to protect. Misanthropic director  
Werner Herzog tells this story with 
absolutely no sympathy for nature or 
Treadwell. Herzog’s suspicions make this 
a unique and disquieting vision, leavened  
only slightly by the charisma of the trou-
bled Treadwell and the magnificent and 
alien bears.

10. King Corn (2007)
Two filmmakers decide to grow one 

acre of corn in Iowa. They discover the 
agricultural system and America’s eating 
habits are both unhealthy. Michael Pollan 
sums up the dilemma nicely: “If you’re 
standing in a field in Iowa, there’s an 
immense amount of food being grown, 
none of it edible.” Part Green Acres, part 
Food, Inc., a black comedy in America’s 
breadbasket.

I warned you the list was idiosyn-
cratic (as is the list maker). Consider 
any list like this a Rorschach test for the 
psyche of the critic. These films all pres-
ent compelling visions, some dangerous, 
others alluring, yet all ultimately reflect-
ing our human fears and hopes as much 
as the nature they depict.

Mark Madison teaches environmental 
history and ethics at Shepherd University 
and is the historian for the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service.
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Strong Over Sixty, Spry Over Seventy,  
Enjoying Over Eighty

Wendy Mopsik

You have probably read about 
Shepherd University’s new 
Wellness Center or driven 

through the West Campus and seen the 
tastefully integrated large brick build-
ing. Perhaps you have heard a neighbor 
or family member talk about the state-
of-the-art machines and the delicious, 
healthy food served at the Wellness Café. 
But what you may not know is how the 
Wellness Center benefits the seniors who 
hold a membership.

Let us begin with a sterling example. 
Meet Jean Crolius Ehman, a Wellness 
Center member for 10 years and a 
Shepherdstown resident for 25 years. 
Born in 1923 in Massachusetts, Ehman 
describes herself as a tomboy who fol-
lowed her two brothers climbing trees, 
skiing down icy roads, sledding over 
bumps, swimming in local lakes, and 
skating on them in winter. Her activity 
level and love of exercise was put to good 
use as a young woman raising her three 
children. Although she didn’t belong to a 
gym or consciously exercise, her life was 
full of aerobics and muscle building.

Never one to “just sit around,” 
Ehman began to buy and rehabilitate 
old houses in Baltimore. When she 
discovered that no institution of higher 
education in the area offered an under-
graduate degree in historic preservation, 
she confronted Dr. Rhonda Dorsey, then 
president of Goucher College. Ehman 
became the first student to earn that 
degree, due in great measure to her deter-
mination. She later put her knowledge to 
work in Shepherdstown as president of 
Historic Shepherdstown and chair of the 
Landmark Commission.

Between reading voraciously, writ-
ing poetry, traveling extensively with 
her first husband, and her many civic 
activities, she still found time to get her 
exercise. She jogged or biked weekdays 
on the C&O Canal Towpath until a hip 

began to bother her and she had to switch 
to walking. She met and later married 
Joe Ehman sometime after the death of 
her first husband but continued to do her 
walking on the towpath alone, preferring 
to carve out some contemplative time. 
Finally, she formalized her exercise rou-
tine by joining the Wellness Center.

Ehman can be found at Silver Circuit 
group exercise class on Mondays and 
Fridays. She is a part of the aqua aero-
bics class each Tuesday and Thursday. 
“Mentally and physically, I just have 
to keep going, and exercise meets both 
of those needs. Because I am a people-
person, I love the sociability of classes 
where I can see old friends and cultivate 
new younger ones,” Ehman explained.

Her sense of humor, sensible eating 
habits, genetic inheritance from a mother 
who lived almost 100 years, and an exer-
cise regimen all contribute to a winning 
combination. When you see her at the 
Wellness Center, it is apparent that Jean 
Ehman is a force to be reckoned with.

Jim Sweeney, director of the 
Wellness Center, validated Ehman’s 
claims. “Exercise strengthens bones, liga-
ments, and tendons, while cardio routines 
increase metabolism and help the blood 
pump more efficiently. We encourage 
seniors in the community to join us, 
where one-third of our membership are 
individuals 55 years or older.”

Personal Training and Wellness/
Group Exercise Coordinator Jenny 
Seeley emphasized additional aspects 
of exercise. She talked about the social 
interaction of college students and older 
participants. “I hear people laugh about 
stealing some energy from the younger 
members.”

She stated that cognitively, exercise 
releases endorphins and makes a person 
feel better. “On a spiritual level, by tak-
ing care of your physical health and well-
being, you are recognizing that the body 

is the temple of the soul.”
Grace Boyer, 83, and Gloria Hughes, 

73, drive together twice a week to aqua 
aerobics class. They are devoted to their 
chosen form of exercise and come in 
from Washington County, Md., regard-
less of the weather. Boyer, a retired 
Presbyterian pastor, has included water 
aerobics in her routine for many years. “I 
need the exercise and know it is good for 
you,” she explained. “I love the vastness 
of the new center, all the special areas, 
and how bright the facility is.”

Hughes looks forward to returning 
to the pool after a quick recovery from 
some surgery. She is retired from the 
Howard County (Md.) Office of Finance.

According to Elaine Lutz, a water 
exercise instructor and a registered nurse, 
exercising in a pool is an excellent way 
to promote good physical health and 
repair or retrain muscles. “Water provides 
excellent resistance. Individuals can use 
the buoyancy of water to support the body, 
taking weight from the joints. Circulation 
is increased, balance improves, gait can be 
retrained, and the body’s core is strength-
ened and conditioned.”

Lutz is certified by the Aqua 
Rehabilitation Institute and the Aquatic 
Therapy Exercise Association. She enthu-
siastically states that the best place to put 
the guidelines and principles of t’ai chi, 
yoga, and Pilates together is in the water, 
where participants learn things they can 
take with them for use in everyday activ-
ity. Add a few kickboards, some foam 
noodles, several wave webs, and floating 
buoys, and watch these seniors take off.

With a degree in electrical engi-
neering and a long career as lobby-
ist for the United States government 
and Congress, working for Contract 
Services Association of America, Gary 
Engebretson, 72, knows what pressure 
and deadlines can do to the body. The 
demands of a hectic schedule and the 
responsibility of a large staff were easy 
to blame for those extra pounds, sleep-
less nights, and high cholesterol. Upon 
retirement, he knew what needed to be 
done, so he and his wife, Lara, joined the 
Wellness Center.

Engebretson knew it would be dif-
ficult to develop a healthy pattern in 
the beginning, but he decided that he 
was going to make it happen. Now the 
couple can be seen happily addicted to a 
regular routine. Three times each week, 
they walk or jog around the indoor track 
for a warm-up, concentrate on elevating 
their pulse rate by using the treadmill, 

and condition each muscle group through 
work on the resistance machines.

Gradually, and with Wellness staff 
direction, they have added more weight and 
more repetitions on the machines and move 
faster as they circle the track. He attributes 
their success in maintaining their routine 
and demanding more of themselves to the 
motivation they give each other.

Engebretson advises members to 
listen to their limbs and only push as 
hard as the body tells you. “My test is 
how well I am doing daily activities like 
mowing the lawn, leaf blowing, or other 
outside chores,” he clarified.

And the numbers don’t lie. His 
weight is down by 12 pounds and both 
his cholesterol and triglyceride levels are 
within a healthy range. He sleeps well, 
has much more energy and even looks 
forward to the weekly workout. In addi-
tion to physical exercise, he exercises 
his busy mind in leadership roles in the 
Fernbank Unit Owners Association, 
Shepherdstown Lutheran Parish Council, 
and Shepherdstown Water Board.

Some in the “senior” category may 
still choose paid employment and will 
need to manage their time to get in a 
workout. Whether it happens at the 
Wellness Center, where a discount mem-
bership encourages those over 55 years, 
or occurs along the C&O Canal Towpath, 
exercise can be a fun way to add years 
to your life. Becoming an active senior 
may just be the best news in an already 
GOOD NEWS PAPER.

Wendy Mopsik is a member of several 
group exercise classes at the Wellness 
Center where she is surrounded by other 
healthy seniors jumping, sweating, and 
laughing their way to better health.

All Creatures Great and Small

Nature and Netflix: My 10 Favorite Environmental Films of the Last Century
Mark Madison

Several members of the aqua aerobics class 
enjoy the Wellness Center pool.

The latest addition to the Shepherd University campus attracts seniors as well as students.

PHOTOS fROM SHEPHERD UNIVERSITY WELLNESS fILES
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The Really, Really Free Market
Robby Glenn and Brandon Nesmith

For over two years now the people 
of Shepherdstown (as well as a few 
unwitting tourists) have been reap-

ing the rewards of the endless joy that is 
the Shepherdstown Really, Really Free 
Market. Thousands of items ranging from 
clothing and shoes to bike racks, video 
games, and wheelchairs have been shared 
to the satisfaction of hundreds.

The Free Market is centered around 
the idea of a gift economy. A gift econ-
omy is one in which goods and services 
move freely from one person to another. 
A gift economy stands opposed to a 
free market capitalist economy, which, 
according to the capitalist ideal, is the 
economic system in which prices are 
determined by unrestricted competition 
between privately owned businesses.

Any sensible person can recognize 
immediately that neither human beings 
nor resources are free in such a system; 
hence, a Really, Really Free Market 
operates according to gift economics. 
A gift economy refuses the notion that 
“there is no such thing as a free lunch” 
by stripping goods and services of their 
monetary value, making them avail-
able to anybody willing to gather them. 
You could even call the Really, Really 
Free Market an anti-economy because it 
refuses the standard economic view of 
the world that separates people accord-
ing to imagined value, such as money. 
If the Free Market functioned as a stan-
dard capitalist system we would find 
yet another standardized interaction 
between people: yet another empty “Have 
a Nice Day” uttered from an employee 
who despises his job, yet another total 
stated to us as we dig through our pock-
ets for that nickel we know we put in 
there, yet another receipt telling us how 
much poorer we’ve gotten with that last 
purchase (in more ways than one). It is 
the Free Market’s general idea that we 
could do with less of those moments and 
instead replace them with meaningful 
interaction and intrigue.

Started by a group of Shepherd 
University students and locals in the fall 
of 2007, the Free Market has expanded 
to a massive, monthly share-fest attended 
by dozens of people from all walks of 
life. Imagine you’re walking down the 
main street of Shepherdstown one sunny 
Saturday afternoon. You approach the 
stone wall in front of McMurran Hall, 
which is adorned with goods, and begin 
rummaging through them, finding that 
spatula that you needed, or a new dish 
set, or maybe even a car bike rack, or 

that dresser that you needed but couldn’t 
afford (all items we’ve seen). Then you 
spot one of your good friends whom you 
haven’t seen in a while. You enthusiasti-
cally show off your finds and then begin 
to catch up on what you’ve been missing 
since you last saw each other. A musician 
is playing in the background, stopping 
only to inspect the boxes and piles as 
more things arrive.

The Free Market serves to recycle 
unused things, and it also serves as an 
outlet for creative expression. Feel like 
you know how to do something particu-
larly well? (Gardening, making some-
thing, or fixing bikes?) If you do, there’s 
a pretty decent chance someone wants 
to learn it and may be able to teach you 
something as well. We fully encourage 
the trading of skills at the Free Market. In 
a community where such things happen, 
it is our firm belief that people will begin 
looking at other people in a new light. 
Under the old economy we judge people 
by what they possess in their pockets or 
their bank accounts. This new way values 
their individual qualities or characteristics.

In the Shepherdstown Free Market 
everyone is enriched through the experi-
ence and the only rules are the ones you 
make up for yourself, thus creating an 
environment for creativity and spontane-
ity. The Really, Really Free Market is a 
refreshing reminder of what can happen 
when people are given the opportunity to 
interact with each other as a community, 
and not just as people whose purpose is 
simply to buy and sell. When we are sur-
rounded by free abundance we tend to 
open up and begin to share ourselves as 
well. Every time I visit the Free Market I 
walk away with new friends, a new expe-
rience, and new ideas.

So what is the future of the 
Shepherdstown Free Market? We can’t 
really say. It’s up to you. We do know that 
throughout history people have shared in 
ways that promote the well-being of the 
community. We suspect that this behavior 
will continue through the use of the Free 
Market. This is precisely why we call 
the Shepherdstown Really, Really Free 
Market the only market that will never 
crash.

The Shepherdstown Really, Really 
Free Market is held on the lawn in front 
of McMurran Hall (the big clock tower 
on main street) on the last Saturday of 
each month and generally runs from 11 
am. until 5 p.m. The last outdoor market 
for this year was on Saturday, November 
28, but you can spend your winter wisely 
by culling through the contents of your 
attic, basement, garage, and closets. The 
market will start back up in the spring 
when the weather warms.

Robby Glenn is a resident of 
Shepherdstown who enjoys reading, sip-
ping tea, and exploring the backwoods of 
Jefferson County.

Brandon Nesmith is also a resident 
of Shepherdstown who enjoys reading; 
Shepherdstown’s Really, Really Free 
Market; and long walks on the beach, 
preferably under the moonlight.

responds to its environment and its manipulation so that 
the strategy of manipulating the plant is in balance with 
its own behavior.”

Stone fruit breeder Dr. Ralph Scorza works on 
peaches, nectarines, and plums. Among his accom-
plishments are the releases of two new peaches, 
‘Summerfest’ and ‘FlavrBurst’. ‘Summerfest’ trees have 
an unusual upright growth habit, allowing for more 
efficient use of land, with more trees grown in smaller 
spaces. ‘FlavrBurst’ is a tasty new peach that is low 
in acid. A new plum, ‘Blue Byrd’ (named for Senator 
Byrd) was released in 1999, and another, ‘Orablue’ 
(named for Senator Byrd’s wife, Erma Ora Byrd) was 
released this year.

Scorza noted that over his 30 years with AFRS, 
molecular biology has moved to the forefront. “There 
was nothing molecular going on when I came to work,” 
he said, “but this lab was one of the first in the world to 

see the value of molecular biology in fruit 
breeding.”

Not much was known about the 
genetics of fruit crops, but that informa-
tion is necessary to shorten the time it 
takes to bring improved varieties to mar-
ket. AFRS scientists have made great strides in identi-
fying and understanding the interactions of genes that 
control fruit characteristics.

Ongoing research includes identification of the 
genes that control disease resistance and fruit ripen-
ing processes such as fruit softening. Fruit that softens 
quickly must be picked early to get to market undam-
aged. If softening can be slowed, fruit can stay on the 
trees longer to develop more tree-ripened flavor.

One of Scorza’s goals is to develop small seedless 
plums and nectarines. The concept may sound odd, but 
Scorza countered, “You eat seedless grapes, don’t you?” 
He believes there would definitely be a market for small 
fruit that you could pop into your mouth without worry-
ing about disposing of the pits. “We want to make fruit 
more convenient to eat. People would eat more healthy 

fruit instead of junk food.”
Scorza has high praise for plums. They are 

extremely healthy and he believes they deserve more 
marketing. “They shouldn’t be a substitute for other 
fruit—they should be added.”

Scorza explained that his unit, Genetic Improvement 
of Fruit Crops, goes from concept to developing a prod-
uct. “Fruit breeding needs basic biology people and field 
people,” he said. “The field people see the things the 
genetics people provide. They provide the inspiration for 
the molecular biologists by asking, ‘Why does a tree do 
that?’ They stimulate each other to think creatively. The 
strong point of our unit is that new and classic technolo-
gies marry trees to machines and machines to trees. We 
grow trees for harvesting.”

Throughout the AFRS, the accomplishments over 
the past 30 years have been impressive. The Small Fruit 
Production Systems Unit is working on new trellising 
and training systems for blackberries to prevent winter 
injury and sunburn and aid in ease of harvest. The cur-
rent interest in locally grown food has spurred research 
into adaptation of strawberries to the local area, with 
methods of growing them under cover so that they will 

fruit from fall into early 
winter and again in spring.

“How many strawber-
ries you buy in the store 
really taste good?” queried 
horticulturist Dr. Fumi 
Takeda. “They are shipped 
from California, Florida and 
Mexico. It’s time for locally 
produced strawberries!”

The Integrated Orchard 
Management Unit devel-
oped Surround Crop 
Protectant, a particle film 
material made from kaolin 
clay, that when applied to 
trees, repels insects while 
reducing heat and sunburn 
damage. The unit’s entomol-

ogists have discovered that pesticide use can be reduced 
by using cultural practices to increase natural control 
of pest insects. These methods include use of compost 
mulch, companion plants, and inter-planting peach and 
apple trees. New lures for pests have improved insect 
monitoring.

Scientists sought alternatives to synthetic fungi-
cides to control postharvest diseases caused by fungi 
and learned that microbes can control fungal pathogens. 
Bacterial and yeast-based biocontrol products were 
developed and commercialized as BioSave and Aspire, 
which is now used on many fruits and vegetables.

Engineers have developed equipment for orchard 
automation. Included are mechanical harvesters for 
cherries, oranges, and blueberries, as well as a fruit-
bin filler. Scientists and engineers worked together to 

develop methods of training apple trees to shapes that 
can allow mechanical harvesting.

Freezing damage is a serious problem for fruit pro-
duction. Scientists developed a technology to study how 
ice forms and spreads in the freezing process in plants. 
Better understanding of the process allows the develop-
ment of methods to prevent freezing and chill damage.

The structure and organization of the AFRS 
facility encourages the success of numerous diverse 
projects. Many universities conduct research on fruit, 
but universities have schools and departments, often 
geographically far apart. Horticulture may be in one 
school or department, genetics in another across cam-
pus, and engineering somewhere else, and the university 
experiment farm, if there is one, might be miles away. 
Geneticists in some 
organizations have 
never even seen the 
complete living organ-
ism whose genes they 
are investigating.

All of the AFRS 
facilities are in close 
proximity. There are 
state-of-the-art labora-
tories, growth cham-
bers, greenhouses, 
an engineering shop, 
packing and cold-stor-
age facilities, and 500 
acres of experimental 
orchards. Scientists 
in all units are work-
ing for common goals 
and there is constant 
interaction and col-
laboration. They work 
in the same building 
and can walk out to 
the orchards and see 
the results of years of 
research.

AFRS scientists have obtained 48 patents. They 
have authored and coauthored over a thousand scientific 
publications and 101 books and book chapters, includ-
ing the definitive books on fire blight and the plant hor-
mone, ethylene: Fire Blight—Its Nature, Prevention and 
Control by Dr. T. van der Zwet, and Ethylene in Plant 
Biology by Dr. F. Abeles.

Expect even more accomplishments in the future. 
There are plans for new growth chambers, two new 
greenhouses, and expansion of the laboratory building.

Happy anniversary, AFRS!

Claire Stuart is an admitted fruitoholic with a particular 
weakness for nectarines. She refuses to enter a 12-step 
program and never worries about how to dispose of pits.

Dr. Michael Glenn and Dr. Gary Puterka 
examining clay-treated pear trees.

‘Orablue Plum’ Fruit washing to deliver biocontrol agents

Blackberry trellis

Mechanical peach thinner

Chambers to measure photosynthesis

PHOTO BY ASHLEY HOffMAN
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Happy Anniversary to AFRS
Claire Stuart

United States 
Department of 
Agriculture-

Agricultural Research 
Service (USDA-ARS) 
Appalachian Fruit 
Research Station is quite a mouthful, so let’s shorten 
it to AFRS! But remember it when you take a bite of 
fruit, because AFRS scientists have been working for 
the past 30 years to bring safe, tasty, nutritious, and 
affordable fruit to your table.

AFRS celebrated its 30th anniversary this year, 
and Director Dr. Michael Glenn welcomed the public to 
the facility in Bardane with an open house in October. 
The station’s first director, Bill A. Butt, and many other 
retirees and former employees gathered to share in the 
celebration.

AFRS began as a dream in 1962, when Senator 
Robert Byrd approached the USDA with a concept. 
The wheels of government can turn slowly, and it 
wasn’t until 1972 that the 500-acre plot was purchased. 
It was another three years before Congress appropri-
ated $7.5 million for construction, and nearly two 
more years before construction began. The facility was 
finally dedicated in August of 1979.

The scientists of AFRS deal with just about every 
aspect of temperate fruit production, working on 
apples, peaches, pears, plums, strawberries, blackber-
ries, and blueberries. They investigate 
insect and disease problems, physiology 
of plants, plant culture, fruit storage, and 
weed control. They also explore technol-
ogy for mechanical harvesting, grading and 
sorting, all with an eye to environmentally 
friendly and cost-efficient practices. Most 
important, they bring new and improved 
fruit crops to market through both tradi-
tional plant breeding methods and the use 
of cutting-age molecular biology.

It takes a great deal of patience and 
determination to work with fruit trees 
because it takes years to see the fruits 
(literally) of one’s labor. In a search for 
improved varieties of fruit trees, thousands 
of crossbreeding experiments might be 
made in order to produce a single new 
variety. It takes an average of 15 to 30 
years to develop a new variety through 

traditional breeding practices, and only recently have 
the techniques of molecular biology been developed to 
hasten the results.

A host of factors must come together to make 
the perfect fruit tree. Desired characteristics could 
include resistance to insects and diseases, winter har-
diness, drought tolerance, efficient use of nutrients, 
good size and shape for ease of harvest, time to fruit-
ing—and that’s just the tree! The fruit itself must be 
of an optimal size, tasty, attractive, nutritious, and able 
to withstand shipping and storage. Trying to get all of 
these factors to come together in one plant is, indeed, 
a daunting task, since growing a tree to fruiting takes 
years.

The AFRS operations began with nine scientists. 
Now the facility has a staff of 60, including 17 scien-
tists, three post-doctoral researchers and six visiting 
scientists, as well as technical, administrative, mainte-
nance, and farm support personnel. The scientific staff 
includes experts in horticulture, plant physiology, plant 
pathology, entomology, soil science, molecular biology, 
genetics, and agricultural engineering.

The AFRS’s work is known worldwide, wherever 
temperate fruit crops are grown. Visiting scientists have 
come from Latin America, eastern and western Europe, 
Asia, and as far away as Australia and New Zealand, to 
learn and participate in research that will aid fruit pro-
duction in their own countries.

Local students have found summer employment 
and their first exposure to the practice of real science at 
AFRS. Many have continued their education in science 
and gone on to careers in science and medicine.

Three horticultural scientists, Drs. Richard Bell, 
Stephen Miller, and Ralph Scorza, all members of the 
original scientific staff, are still on the job and were 
recognized for their 30 years of service.

Dr. Richard Bell has the distinction of being the 
only USDA-ARS pear breeder in the United States. 
Fire blight is a devastating disease of pears, particularly 
in the humid climate of the eastern United States, pre-
venting pears from being grown successfully in many 
areas. Some pear varieties were found to be resistant to 

the disease, but their fruit was 
poor quality and/or unpalat-
able. Bell has spent the past 
30 years crossing pears from a 
collection of pears from around 

the world to produce new varieties with both disease 
resistance and good fruit characteristics.

The fruit of Bell’s work includes the release of 
new pear varieties, ‘Blake’s Pride’, ‘Shenandoah’, and 
‘Sunrise’. All of them combine high-quality fruit with 
fire blight resistance. ‘Blake’s Pride’ and ‘Sunrise’ 
were top rated in tests by consumers for flavor and 
appearance. More of Bell’s ongoing research deals with 
development of pears resistant to the pear psylla, the 
number-one insect pest of pears. Pear trees are very 
slow growing. The Genetics Improvement Unit has 
new technologies that have made it possible to transfer 
single genes to grow dwarf pear trees and fire blight 
resistant trees. This helps pear research move along 
more rapidly, since previously the limiting factor had 
been slow tree growth.

Dr. Stephen Miller’s specialty is cultural manage-
ment of apples and peaches, including the selection and 
trials of varieties suitable for various pruning, training, 
and harvesting systems. He has studied the effects of 
interacting environmental factors such as temperature, 

shade, and light on flowering and fruiting in apple. He 
has worked on application methods and understand-
ing the mode of action of bioregulators. These are 
compounds affecting growth, flowering, and thinning. 
This includes control of excessive shoot growth that is 
susceptible to fire blight, thus reducing incidence of the 
disease.

Miller, who hails from a local orchard family, has 
spent his life around fruit trees. Glenn lauded Miller 
as a “plantsman,” which he defined as, “someone 
who observes plant behavior and learns how the plant 

From the Archives, Winter 1994

Sweet cherry harvesting

Out-of-season strawberry  
production – Dr. Fumi Takeda

Blueberry harvester

‘Blakes Pride’ pear cultivar

Dr. Michael Glenn
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t h e  i n n e r  C h r i s t m a s
Anne Murphy-Oswald

I love Shepherdstown at Christmas. 
Lights outlining the stores, houses 
glowing from candles in windows, 

icicle lights dangling from porches, 
and tree lights everywhere. The nativ-
ity scenes outside the churches are 
built and we see the empty mangers 
waiting for the symbol of the birth 
of “the true light,” the Christ. The 
lights, the decorations, even the 
nativity scenes are the outer aspect 
of Christmas. We seldom get past 
the outer Christmas to discover the 
Christmas and the light in us, the 
inner Christmas. Polish poet and 
mystic Angelus Silesius (1624–1677) 
wrote, “Though Christ a thousand 
times in Bethlehem be born, if he is 
not born in thee, thy soul is all forlorn.”

How can we experience an inner 
Christmas and have Christ born in 
us? If we examine the traditional 
Christmas story, not the one found 
in Luke or in Matthew but the story 
we were told as children, we discover 
the story of our inner Christmas. It 
is a mystical journey to discover and 
awaken our own inner light, so we can 
fulfill the call Jesus made to us: “You 
are the light of the world.” The tradi-
tional story combines the somewhat 
contradictory accounts of the two 
gospels with details added during the 
early Christian era. This much-loved 
story can provide a pattern for us to 
follow to grow spiritually. We can 
look at the people, places, and things 
in the story as aspects of our inner 
selves, or consciousness.

The traditional story I remember 
begins with Mary and the visit from 
Gabriel. Mary is a virgin, although 
many biblical scholars believe a more 
accurate translation would be young 
woman or maiden. A Medieval mys-
tic Meister Eckhart wrote, “It is of 
more worth to God, being brought 
forth spiritually in the individual vir-
gin or good soul, than to be born of 
Mary bodily.” Mary represents the 
“good soul” or the aspect of human 
consciousness that is innocent love, 
open to insight or intuition. During 
the night Mary is visited by Gabriel, 
who delivers the startling news that 

she is with child. The name “Gabriel” 
means “mighty man of God” and rep-
resents a messenger from God. Mary’s 
response to Gabriel, “How can this 
be since I have no husband?” (Luke 
1:35) Yet her innocent love moved her 
to say, “Here I am, the servant of the 
Lord.” (Luke 1:38) She realized the 
spiritual truth, her Divine potential, 
that “my soul magnifies the Lord.” 
(Luke 1:46) When Joseph received 
the news we are told, “being a righ-
teous man…he planned to dismiss 
her quietly.” (Matthew 1:19) Then in 
a dream Joseph receives a message 
from an angel of God that the child 
is “conceived from the Holy Spirit.” 
(Matthew 1:20) Here Joseph is quick-
ened to the Truth and is able to dis-
miss not Mary but his limiting beliefs 
and manifest spiritual understanding.

The birth of our inner Christmas, 
or inner light, begins with the aspects 
of Mary and Joseph within our con-
sciousness or inner awareness. Mary 
represents our good soul or our con-
sciousness of innocent love that is 
receptive to Divine insight or The 
Holy Spirit. Joseph represents our 
human intellect, which cannot under-
stand spiritual ideas and is motivated 
to dismiss them. The message from 
the angel represents for us an insight 
or awareness that comes to us. Often it 
is a crisis in our lives that brings this 
awareness: a betrayal, a health chal-
lenge, or the death of a loved one. The 
awareness can also come in times of 
joy and wonder. These events, joyful 
or stressful, move us to see ourselves 
in the light of our spiritual identity. 
On a personal level I had this aware-
ness come to me after the birth of my 
fourth child. An unexpected event 
caused me to put aside my intellectual 
agnostic beliefs, and realize God and 
the Divine light present in my son, in 
me, and all humanity. We need Mary 
and Joseph to experience our inner 
Christmas. Mary (the good soul or 
innocent love) needs Joseph (spiritual 
understanding); together they express 
Divine Wisdom. As spiritual under-
standing moves from the head to the 
heart, the Christ light can be born.

Together the couple begins the 
journey to Bethlehem at a time when 
Herod ruled Judea. Their destination 
was the birthplace of King David, 
who was a spiritual as well as politi-
cal leader. Herod was a tyrannical 
king, and later in the story we learn he 
conspires to kill the Christ child. We 
each have a Herod in our own human 
consciousness: the aspect of us that 
is egocentric. It seeks external power, 
is jealous, narrow minded, resentful, 
and unforgiving. If we allow Herod—
our ego—to rule, we slay the light of 
the Christ in our consciousness and 
remain in the darkness of sense con-
sciousness. For our inner Christmas 
we need the kingdom or conscious-
ness symbolized by David. This story 
occurs in I Samuel 16:4–13 when 
David was chosen and spiritually 
anointed by Samuel to become king 
because “Jehovah looks at the heart.” 
When David was a young shepherd 
boy he prayed and communed with 
God daily. David represents for us 
a consciousness or a kingdom ruled 
by wisdom and love. Thus the Christ 
light must be born in a consciousness 
ruled by love.

Mary and Joseph arrive in 
Bethlehem and find refuge in a stable 
because “there was no room for them 
in the inn.” (Luke 2:7) The inn can 
represent for us our consciousness, 
which is overflowing with things 
in the outer. At Christmas time we 
are so busy with the outer aspects 
of the season—the cards, the shop-
ping, the baking, the parties and the 
decorating—that we leave no room 
for the Christ or our inner Christmas. 
The birth of Jesus occurs in a quiet 
place—a stable cave—that repre-
sents our going within in prayer and 
meditation to a quiet place where we 
find peace and harmony and birth 
our own Christ light. When the inner 
Christ first appears, it is an infant 
needing nurturing and support. Jesus 
needed the nurturing of both Mary 
and Joseph—love and wisdom. Mary 
“wrapped him in swaddling clothes 
and laid him in a manger.” (Luke 2:7) 
The swaddling clothes represent keep-

ing the strength of the Christ within. 
We need strength and commitment 
to keep our Christ active in our con-
sciousness, a commitment to prayer 
and to stay centered in our spiritual 
identity. Joseph, or wisdom, is the 
protector of the Christ light. He again 
receives a message in a dream, “Get 
up and take the child and his mother 
and flee to Egypt.” (Matthew 2:13) 
Joseph, our inner wisdom, must be 
present to keep our human self on a 
path toward healing and our Christ 
safe from egocentricity.

I believe all of humanity has an 
empty manger in their hearts, a yearn-
ing to express the light. As each of us 
awakens to our light, we help others 
discover their inner Christmas. When 
you see the candles and lights of 
the outer Christmas, remember your 
light and the journey you can take to 
become “the true light that enlightens 
everyone.” (John 1:9)

Anne Murphy-Oswald is the minis-
ter of Unity of Shepherdstown. Unity 
meets at 11 a.m. on Sunday in the 
Shepherdstown Train Station. In 2004 
she graduated from Unity Institute and 
was ordained. She and her husband, 
Hank, reside in Hedgesville and enjoy 
visits from their blended family of 
seven grown children and 15 grand-
children.

INTO OUR 31ST YEAR

GOOD SHEPHERDS 

Since 1979
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Help keep a good thing going

December 2009

Dear Reader,

 This is our one and only appeal for financial gifts. Happily we need no federal bailout. Your investment in the GOOD 

NEWS PAPER is solid. Our treasurer, Alex Shaw, keeps all our cash in Jefferson Security Bank or under his pillow. We 

have no debts but one: a debt of gratitude to you.

 With your generous help, we have kept a good thing going for 31 years. With your help we can keep on publishing  

the best little free (but not cheap) newspaper in the whole world! As always you hold the future of the GOOD NEWS 

PAPER in your hands. 

 The first issue of the GOOD NEWS PAPER was published in May 1979 with a press run of 1,000 copies. We now print 

13,000 copies and mail nearly 12,000. Virtually every mailbox within five miles of Shepherdstown gets a copy—and, by 

request, hundreds more from Maine to California and from Alaska to Florida. Nearly 20,000 people read each issue.

 The GOOD NEWS PAPER is free because dozens of people—writers, editors, typists, photographers, illustrators,  

proofreaders, and designers—donate their time and talent. We are grateful to John Snyder, president of HBP in 

Hagerstown, for donating design and layout services.

 The GOOD NEWS PAPER not only reads well, but looks good, too, because of an experienced and talented produc-

tion team including designer Melinda Schmitt, photographic editor Nan Doss, copy editors Rie Wilson and Claire Stuart, 

proofreaders John Foxen and Betty Lou Bryant, pre-publication editor Libby Howard, and regular writers Claire Stuart, 

Nan Broadhurst, Ed Zahniser, Mark Madison, Marjorie Dower, Monica Grabowska, Wendy Mopsik, Marie DeWalt, Chris 

Robinson, and occasional guest writers like Alison Hornbeck and Robby Glenn. Ruth Weese continues to provide beautiful 

photographs. Ed and Kitty Kelly faithfully distribute 1,000 copies to shops, restaurants, and visitor centers. 

 Volunteers keep the cost of producing this community magazine to an absolute minimum. Each quarterly issue costs 

about $3,000 to print and mail. That adds up to $12,000 for the year. Our Business & Service Directory brings in $4,800. 

The several religious communities of the Shepherdstown Ministerial Association contribute another $1,500. 

The rest—$6,000—must come in gifts from you.

 And your gifts do come in—ranging from $5 to $300. Please send your gift today. You may use the enclosed self-

addressed envelope—if it hasn’t fallen out! (If it has, please put GNP, P.O. Box 1212, Shepherdstown, WV 25443 on an 

envelope, stamp it, and mail it.) Make checks payable to the GOOD NEWS PAPER, or simply GNP, and help keep a good 

thing going.

Sincerely,

Randall W. Tremba

Executive Editor

P.S. Give a gift subscription to your friends or relatives. Absolutely free, of course. Use the handy coupon on page 2. 

They’ll thank you for it. 
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Religious Worship and Education Schedules

Asbury United Methodist
Rt. 480 (Kearneysville Road)

Rev. Rudolph Monsio Bropleh, Pastor
Telephone: 876-3122

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

Christ Reformed,  
United Church of Christ

304 East German Street
Br. Ronald C. Grubb, OCC, Minister

Telephone: 876-3354
Bronson Staley, Minister Emeritus

Telephone: (301) 241-3972
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

www.christreformedshepherdstown.org

Christian Science Society
Entler Hotel ~ German & Princess Streets 

Sunday Worship & Sunday School: 10:00 a.m. 
Testimony meetings: 1st & 3rd Wednesdays 
3:00 p.m. year-round in the Reading Room 

Christian Science Reading Room, located at  
203 S. Princess Street, is open Mondays and Wednesdays 

(except holidays) from noon until 3 p.m.

Telephone: 876-2021 
Sentinel radio program Sundays 7 a.m. 

on WINC 92.5 FM

Shepherdstown Presbyterian
100 W. Washington Street
Randall W. Tremba, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6466
Sunday Worship: 8:15 a.m. & 10:45 a.m.

Sunday School: 10:45 a.m.
Nursery year-round
www.spcworks.org 

Trinity Episcopal
Corner of Church & German Streets

The Rev. G. T. Schramm, Rector
The Rev. Frank Coe, Priest Associate

The Rev. Susan McDonald, Priest Associate
Telephone: (304) 876-6990

Sunday Worship: 8:00 a.m. & 10:00 a.m.
Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

www.trinityshepherdstown.org

Unity of Shepherdstown
Minister: Reverend Anne Murphy

Morning Celebration Services
Sundays at 11:00 a.m.

Shepherdstown Train Station
Seasonal Classes & Workshops

Telephone: (304) 268-4222
www.unityofshepherdstown.org

New Street United Methodist
Church & New Streets
Dee-Ann Dixon, Pastor
Telephone: 876-2362

Sunday Worship: 10:00 a.m.
Children’s Sunday School: 10:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 11:15 a.m.
www.newstreetumc.com

St. Agnes Roman Catholic
South Duke Street

Father Mathew Rowgh
Telephone: 876-6436

Sunday Eucharist: 8:00 a.m. & 10:30 a.m.
Saturday Eucharist: 5:30 p.m.

Sunday School: 9:15 a.m.

St. Peter’s Lutheran
King & High Streets
Fred Soltow, Pastor

Telephone: 876-6771
Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m.

Adult Sunday School: 9:45 a.m.
Children’s Church: 11:15 a.m.

Sunday Evening Worship & Bible Study: 6:15 p.m.

St. James’ Lutheran Church, Uvilla
Sunday Worship: 9:00 a.m.

Children’s Church: 9:15 a.m.

St. John’s Baptist
West German Street

Rev. Cornell Herbert, Pastor-Elect
Telephone: 876-3856

Sunday Worship: 11:00 a.m. & 7:00 p.m.
Sunday School: 9:30 a.m.

In these times with so much reli-
gious conflict around the world, it is 
inspiring to see a local church like 

St. Joseph’s in Martinsburg reach out to 
a community in need. This is a time of 
hardship, and economic difficulties are 
amplified for those individuals near the 
bottom of the labor market and those 
who have newly arrived in the United 
States. For generations, Hispanic work-
ers have journeyed to the United States 
and have fulfilled a tremendous assort-
ment of needs in our country, and like 
many others, this group has been severely 
impacted during the current financial 
crisis.

The Hispanic community in 
Berkeley and Jefferson Counties is hurt-
ing. Across the country, many politicians 
have denigrated immigrants as scape-
goats for our current hardships. Many 
immigrants have lost their jobs; the 
slightest infraction of the law can get a 
family member deported. Social services 
and financial assistance are not openly 
advertised for or easily accessed by the 
Hispanic community, and there is a new 
sense of isolation and ostracism. In addi-
tion, many churches have not demonstra-
bly opened their arms to our Hispanic 
neighbors, nor do they offer their Sunday 
service in Spanish. A notable exception is 
St. Joseph’s Parish in Martinsburg.

Every Sunday at 1 p.m., hundreds 
of county residents show up to attend a 
refreshing Mass and social encounter at 
St. Joseph’s Parish Church. More remark-
ably, St. Joseph’s continues to care for 
individuals and families throughout the 
week, by way of a program unique to 
the region: Hispanic Outreach Services. 
This creative program is run by a radi-
ant, compassionate, selfless Sister, Judith 
Rojas.

Sister Judith worked for years with 
the communities suffering abuses in 
Colombia. A human rights advocate, 
Sister Judith brought the energy of her 
mentor, St. Vincent de Paul, to our region 
three years ago, and she has had a  
tremendous positive impact on the lives 
of hundreds of county residents. The 
Hispanic Outreach Services collaborates 
with other local agencies such as St. 
Vincent de Paul (St. Joseph Conference 
and San Juan Diego Conference), 
Elizabeth Regalos Foundation, Catholic 

Charities Immigration Services, 
Shenandoah Clinic, Telamon, C-CAP and 
St. Joseph’s Angels.

Last spring, some local volunteers 
began assisting the Hispanic Ministries 
Program and were amazed with the broad 
effect such a small program could have. 
With a minimal budget and one part-time 
paid assistant, Sister Judith organizes 
resources and makes miracles happen for 
so many folks facing the most serious 
challenges. She administers emergency 
funds for St. Joseph Parish, and refers 
families most in need of assistance to 
the Elizabeth Regalos Agency, a West 
Virginia relief fund targeted at Hispanics 
in need.

Sister Judith coordinates translations 
for individuals going to court, for people 
being incarcerated and those being 
deported. Often families are not even told 
where their loved ones are being held.

The Hispanic Ministries offers assis-
tance with:
•	 Bilingual course to obtain citizenship 
•	 Translation
•	 Interpretation
•	 Transportation
•	 Emergency assistance
•	 Registering with the DHHR (for 

documented residents), accessing food 
stamps, child care, WIC, etc.

•	 Developing payment schedules for 
past-due bills (grants for electricity, 
water, and rent payments)

•	 Referrals to women’s shelters
•	 Free meals
•	 Lessons in English (ESL) & “life skills”
•	 Computer classes 

The Hispanic Outreach Services 
accepts donations, and welcomes  
volunteers from interested community 
members, local churches, and civic  
organizations. For example, a group  
from Shepherdstown Presbyterian  
Church has volunteered to teach ESL.

“We were so impressed with the 
positive attitudes of the students, ranging 
in age from 17 through 70. They seemed 
so ‘hungry for knowledge’ and were very 
much appreciative of our efforts. They 
all seemed serious and enthusiastic about 
wanting to learn English,” one volunteer 
shared.

Another volunteer, Sarah Soltow, 
said, “Sister Judith worked very hard to 
bring another ESL class to the Hispanic 
population of Martinsburg, and her 
efforts were rewarded with a class of 
about 25 people every Monday morning 
throughout the summer! It was a joy to 
be part of that teaching experience. Sister 
Judith built it and—they came!”

For more information, please contact 
Sister Judith Rojas, D.C., at 336 S. Queen 
St., Martinsburg, WV; (304) 267-7307.

An afterword of appreciation from 
Sister Judith for Toby Raphael’s 
work with her program.

Toby Raphael died unexpectedly on 
November 4, 2009.

Talking to (or about) his family made 
Toby’s eyes sparkle like nothing else, 
leaving no doubt that family was number 
one. Toby was a best friend of so many, 
in the truest sense of the word. He was 
so sincere, so generous and selfless. His 
heart was open. Toby was nonjudgmental. 
He genuinely loved helping others. In 
fact, Toby seemed happiest when he was 
assisting others. He was a visionary. He 
was so creative. He could look at (what 
seemed to be) an insurmountable project, 
methodically simplify it, and complete it.

Toby didn’t like to spend money on 
new things, but would not hesitate to 
buy food, give money or things to the 
poor and less fortunate. His generos-
ity of spirit, generosity of sharing his 
knowledge, and his generosity of giving 
his own material things to others was 
unmatched. He was a “giver.”

Toby was at the top of his game 
professionally, but health issues pushed 
him into an early retirement. After much 
discussion, he decided that with this 
newfound time on his hands, he should 
consider it an “opportunity” to do all the 
volunteering he had always wanted to do, 
but for which he had never had the time. 
Toby had such a broad range of knowl-
edge, and a passion for helping others. 
He explored various social service agen-
cies, and he immediately knew he had to 
put his energy into Hispanic Outreach in 
Martinsburg. Toby was a bilingual, mul-
titalented, compassionate people-person. 
He found a perfect niche in the St. 
Joseph’s Hispanic Outreach program.

One Truly Impressive Assistance Program
St. Joseph’s Hispanic Outreach Services

Toby Raphael and Liz McGowen
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Toby Raphael

Left: Hali Taylor, Sister Judith, and friends; Top: Sister Judith
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She out of her poverty has put in everything she had—
all she had to live on.

Gambling is legal in Jefferson County. At every 
Sheetz and corner store, you can buy State 
Lottery tickets. At Charles Town Races and 

Slots you can gamble at machines and on horses and 
now as a result of the December 5 referendum, table 
games are another option. I do not endorse gambling. 
Nor do I advocate its prohibition. After all, legal pro-
hibition of alcohol failed miserably last century in this 
country.

I believe alcohol and gambling should be avail-
able in a free society. We sure don’t want the Christian 
Taliban running our local, state, or federal government. 

I’ve been told that many people enjoy gambling at 
Charles Town Races and Slots. Some patrons lose a lot 
of money but still have plenty left over. To them it’s a 
harmless game, a form of recreation. Others, however, 
like the widow in the gospel story below drop in their 
last cent hoping against hope for financial salvation.

As Jesus taught, he said, “Beware of the scribes, 
who like to walk around in long robes, and to be 
greeted with respect in the marketplaces, and to have 
the best seats in the synagogues and places of honor 
at banquets! They [however] devour widows’ houses 
[and assets] and for the sake of appearance say long 
prayers. They will receive the greater condemnation.”

[While in Jerusalem] Jesus sat down opposite 
the treasury [collection receptacles], and watched the 
crowd putting money in. Many rich people put in large 
sums. Then a poor widow came and put in two small 
copper coins, which are worth a penny. Jesus called his 
disciples over and said to them, “Truly I tell you, this 
poor widow has put in more than all those who are con-
tributing to the treasury. For all of them have contrib-
uted out of their abundance; but she out of her poverty 
has put in everything she had, all she had to live on.” 
(Mark 12:38–44)

Yes, I believe alcohol and gambling should be 
available in a free society. I also believe alcohol and 
gambling should be regulated to minimize adverse con-
sequences and taxed to fund programs to rehabilitate 
those trapped in destructive addictions. I also believe 
people should be educated about the consequences of 
certain behavior and warned against deceitful entice-
ments dangled by promoters of drinking and gambling. 
This essay is such a warning.

Alcohol has ruined many lives and households 
despite the glamour and humor portrayed in television 
commercials. Gambling, too, has ruined lives, house-
holds and local economies despite the cheery scenarios 
forecast by the gaming industry. Drinkers and gamblers 
beware. Citizens beware.

All historic faith and ethical traditions agree. 
Sobriety leads to health and success. Drunkenness does 
not. Profits from hard and honest work benefit persons 
and societies. Profits won from gambling, lotteries, or 
Ponzi schemes more often than not destroy people and 
societies.

Still, I believe alcohol and gambling should be avail-
able in a free society. After all, choice is a good thing.

Some people believe that freedom of choice is the 
highest possible good. I don’t. That kind of freedom is 
a seductive lie. According to many faith traditions, the 
highest good is not choice per se but rather the ability—
the strength, courage, and wisdom—to choose what is 
right, holy, and wholesome. Such choices come from 
hearts, minds, and bodies cultivated by virtuous habits 
not from mere license to do whatever one pleases.

Beware: some economic philosophies overrate 
human freedom and human goodness. We are not all 
free to the same degree. Not even close.

Jesus watched people make their donations to the 
Temple. Jesus was following the money. He saw rich 
people put in large sums of money with great fanfare. And 
then he saw a poor widow put in two small copper coins.

By the way, the “Temple” in this story is not the 
equivalent of “church.” The Temple was the institutional 
hub of that nation. Giving to the Temple was as much a 
patriotic act as it was an act of spirituality. That widow, 
we might say, gave her last cent to the nation, the way 
some parents give their children to the nation because 
sometimes their children, unlike more privileged chil-
dren, can’t find any other job. Their choices are severely 
restricted.

Some give nearly all they have to the nation; others 
get to keep their wealth and their children close by. We 
are not all free to the same degree.

Jesus said, beware of the scribes—those who 
inscribe laws and policies.

That was then. This is now. Today we might 
say: Beware of the Republicans—but then that is so 
last year! Instead today we must say: Beware of the 
Democrats!

This gospel story urges us to beware of deceit, 
dishonesty, and injustice hiding behind piety. At first 
reading it appears that Jesus commends the widow’s 
extreme act of devotion to God. But I suspect some-
thing else is going on, especially in the light of Jesus’ 
pointed criticism of the Temple and its ruling elite. 
Jesus frequently denounced the Temple and its practices 
even though it was as much a part of Jewish identity 
as the crucifixion is a part of Christian identity and as 
capitalism is part of American national identity.

Jesus spoke out even though it sounded unpatri-
otic. He decried the Temple practices but lifted up the 
prophetic voice from his tradition. What does the Lord 
require? Not bloody sacrifices. God requires justice, 
kindness and humility. (Micah)

With biting sarcasm Jesus condemned a rigged 
economic system inscribed in law and draped in piety. 
Read his comment with anger in your voice and you’re 
closer to the truth.

All of the rich have contributed out of their abun-
dance; but she out of her poverty has put in everything 
she had, ALL SHE HAD TO LIVE ON for cryin’ out loud.

In that society “widows and orphans” were the 
icons of economic vulnerability. This singular “widow” 
represents people, counties, states, and nations victim-
ized by predators who, for example, promise jobs and 
prosperity and then destroy beautiful mountains in one 
state and run away with the profits to their own states.

Not everything legal is right.

Members of the scribal class were legally 
appointed to manage the financial affairs of widows. 
Many took advantage. There were exceptions but not 
enough to erase their reputation for fraud and exploita-
tion. Beware of the scribes.

This may not sound like the “Jesus” some of us 
know and love. But, as it turns out, there’s more to 
Jesus than “making nice” with everybody. After all, 
there’s more to love than condoning all behavior. Pieties 
of all sorts are used to disguise injustice, greed, dishon-
esty, and cruelty. Not all criminals wear masks or carry 
guns. Some wear suits and skirts, have seats on corpo-
rate boards and in Congress, or preach from lofty pul-
pits. Some salute the flag and the Ten Commandments 
five times a day!

Beware, says Jesus. Beware of people and institu-
tions that love civic honors but mistreat the poor—not 
by overt cruelty but by covert policies that protect 
power and privilege while pressing others deeper and 
deeper into debt and desperation.

Beware. Be vigilant. Follow the money. Notice 
who gains and who loses. Be aware of those who suf-
fer under the pious rhetoric of freedom, compassion, 
democracy, capitalism, or big government’s benevolent 
hand.

Beware.
Beware of those who claim we can wildly borrow 

our way into prosperity, mount tons of national debt, 
pretend there’s a free lunch, and flippantly ignore the 
consequences upon future generations who will have to 
pay our credit card bills. That is not justice. That is not 
kindness. That is no way to care for the poor.

Beware.
Beware of those who praise freedom and free mar-

kets without being truthful about the human condition, 
which is to say: some people are born into privilege and 
privileged positions. Most are not. Those are basic facts 
of life on this planet. The great wisdom tradition—from 
Moses to the prophet Amos to Jesus to the Apostle 
James to St. Francis to William Wilberforce to Mother 
Theresa to Martin Luther King Jr.—confronts and 
exposes the injustice of legal systems rigged against the 
poor under the guise of piety.

We have an obligation to keep an eye on society’s 
treatment of the poor. But we mustn’t be stupid, mushy 
headed, and romantic.

We mustn’t think financial aid alone will solve the 
problems of poverty. After all, as Jesus said, we can’t 
live on bread alone. We need art, poetry, music, dance, 
hope, and freedom in order to thrive. We can’t live on 
bread alone. But then, no one lives very long without 
bread. So we must foster conditions that create ethical 
wealth and jobs for more and more people.

So how do we care for the “widow and orphan?” 
How do we care for the vulnerable? The way a shepherd 
cares for his sheep. Sometimes gently—with anointing 
oil and fresh water. Sometimes by vigorously defending 
them from predators. And sometimes by leading them 
to green pastures where they can flourish in freedom on 
their own.
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Donors

Beware of Economic Piety
Randall Tremba

Byliners
John Allen Jr.
Mary Sue Catlett
John Demory
Denis & Nan Doss
Jean Neely
Brian Palank DDS
Lisa & Paul Welch

Patrons
Dr. Billy & Cynthia Dunn
Erdem Ergin
Patricia Hunt
Jack & Mary Elinor Huyett
Stanley & Judith Jones
William & Elizabeth Jones
Wiloughby & Ellen Lemen
George & Patricia McKee
Philip Salladay
Peter & Victoria Smith
Lois Spreen
Unity of Shepherdstown
Henry Willard II
Johnna Armstrong & Paul Woods

Partners
Kay Akers
Marianne Alexander
Elizabeth Allen
Michael & Bonnie Austin
Martin & Elise Baach
Barbara & George Baker
Bank of Charles Town
Thomas & Rae Banks
Mary Bell
Edwinna Bernat

Frank & Dodi Bradley
Marian Buckner
John & Helen Burns
Snowdon & James Byron
Linda Carter
George & Bonnie Casely
R. Dabney Chapman
Frank & Wilma Coe
Ann & Michael Cross
Thomas & Sandra D’Onofrio
Joyce Devine
Lyndall Dickinson
Honnor Dorsey
Marjorie Dower
Betty Egan
Dave & Mary Sue Eldridge
Jean Elliott
Jeff Feldman & Kristin Alexander
Richard & Susan Fletcher
Connie Lucas Halliwell
Conrad Hammann
Jim & Ada Hatchett
Barbara Heinz
Barbara Heinz
James & Norleen Hoadley
Ruth DeWindt Hoxton
Elaine Hurd
Perry & Stephanie Jamieson
Nan Johnson
James Keel, DVM
Joan Keith
Cynthia & Robert Keller
Edmund & Kathryn Kelly
Susan Kennedy
John & Barbara King
Mr. & Mrs. James Leathers
Rev. Jim & Nancy Macdonell

Chris & Jerry Mark
George & Dorothy Marshall
Floyd & Mildred Miller
Charles Miller
Genevieve Monroe
Helen Moore
Wendy & Stanley Mopsik
Dr. Raymond Moreland
Russell & Rhea Moyer
Tim & Esther Murphy
Betty Myers
Rob & Quincy Northrup
Vina Vaughan Parmesano
Arthur & Rebecca Prather
Robert & Linda Reynolds
Capt. Bernard & Grace Rhatigan
Millie Riley
Robert & Martha Rizzo
Sherman & Elinor Ross
Capt. John Schley
Carole & Dave Scott
Thomas & Lenore Sloate
Renny & Grant Smith
Harold & Betty Snyder
Sallie Shepherd Spaulding
Vergie Spiker
Jim & Mary Staley
Bronson & Mary Helen Staley
T.M. & Julia Stokes
Roy & Shelley Stull
Elizbeth & Alan Sturm
Susan Swanda
Frank & Annette Van Hilst
Jeannette & Daniel Van Belleghem
Richard & Joyce Welsh
Bill & Jo Wilcox
Stephen Williams

Esther Wood
Chess & Lynn Yellott

Friends
Meda Badeaux
Sylvia Boyer
Henry & Elizabeth Bufithis
Paul & Shirley Chiriaco
Richard Conard
James Davis
Steve & Nancy Dickey
Bernice Dove
Robert & Antoinette Edsall
Lola Hamm
Eleanor Jamison
N. Julian
E. F. McGowen
Frank & Althea Miller
Shirley Myers
Burt & Cari Simon
Sara Smith
Dr. Frank & Betty Snyder
Mary Franklin VanMeter
Judy Weese

Epiphany Vespers and High Tea
Sunday, January 6, 2010

Christ Reformed Church
304 E. German St.

Shepherdstown, W.Va.

Tea at 6 p.m.
Vespers at 7 p.m.

Guest organist Dorothy Papadakos

Internationally known for organ improvisations blending both jazz and classical genres,
Papadakos spent 13 years as the organist of the Cathedral of St. John the Divine in New York City.

Key
 Byliners ($150–$300 gifts)

 Patrons ($100–$125 gifts)

 Partners ($25–$75 gifts)

 Friends ($5-–$20 gifts)

Let us know if your donation  
has not been acknowledged: 
(304) 876-6466.
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Counseling & Depth 
Psychotherapy

Individuals    Couples    Adults    Children

Blue Ridge
Community & 

Counseling Services

304-263-0345

couples
families

gender issues
cyber issues
depression

confidential
insurance friendly

welcoming atmosphere

DaviD a. Camilletti
ATTORNEY AT LAW

Campbell u Miller u Zimmerman, P.C.
201 North George Street, Suite 202

Charles Town, WV 25414

DCamilletti@cmzlaw.com
(304) 725-5325

Fax: (304) 724-8009
LAIRD MARSHALL
Manager

P.O. BOx 400
201 e. gerMan Street

ShePherdStOwn, wV 25443
304-876-2208/2604

Benjamin Moore • J. Norton Finishes
Carpet • Ceramic • Vinyl • Laminate • Hardwood

www.CTWallsandFloors.com

(304) 725-1461 86 Somerset Blvd.
 Charles Town, WV 25414

K. STEPHEN MORRIS
President & CEO

Direct 304/876-9025
Cell 304/876-9807
Fax 304/876-0671

smorris@jeffersonsecuritybank.com
                                             P.O. Box 35

Shepherdstown, WV 25443

SHEPHERDSTOWN • CHARLES TOWN • MARTINSBURG • SOUTH BERKELEY • SHARPSBURG

Schmitt Construction Company

James A. Schmitt P.O. Box 428
(304) 876-2462 Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Things have you feeling Boxed In?

MINI you-store-it RENTAL SPACE            Various size units available from
       5’ x 5’  to  10’ x 25’

P.O. Box 3153 • Shepherdstown, WV 25443 • (304) 876-3136
Off Route 45 one mile west of Shepherdstown

   Holistic Psychology Associates

Children • Adolescents • Adults • Couples • Families

Randolph R. MacDonald, Ed.D.
Licensed Psychologist

Board Certified, Clinical Hypnotherapy

 Mailing Address:

Old Town Center P.O. Box 209
Suite 9 Shepherdstown, WV 25443
Shepherdstown, WV 25443 (304) 876-6729

Thank you for being our guests
For future reservations please call

304-876-2551
www.bavarianinnwv.com

304-876-6907
205 E. Washington Street • RFD#2, Box 833

(Rt. 230 E. and Railroad Crossing)
Shepherdstown, WV 25443

Dr. David V. Miljour
Chiropractic Physician

MADDEX PROFESSIONAL CENTER
Route 45 West
Shepherdstown, WV 25443
(304) 876-2230

Top 100 Retailer of
American Craft

121 E. German Street

P.O. Box 1273

Shepherdstown

WV 25443

304-876-0657
Debbie Dickinson

Meredith Wait

JEFF McGEE
executiVe chef

ShepherdStown
pedal & paddle

Sales • Service • Rentals • Skateboard & Accessories

 (304) 876-3000
 (877) 884-BIKE
 www.thepedalpaddle.com
 115 German Street
 Shepherdstown, WV

W.H. KNODE’S SONS
Fa r m  &  H o m e  S u p p l i e S

P.O. Box 10 Phone 304.876.6900

Shepherdstown, W.Va. 25443 Fax 304.876.2600

“Six Generations of Community Service”

 Michael & Deborah Luksa
 Proprietors

129 West German Street
  Shepherdstown, WV 25443
  304.876.8777

Open for Sunday Brunch

      Cathryn Polonchak  
                L.I.C.S.W.

Harpers Ferry & Shepherdstown, WV 304-876-3022

Jim & Kara Day
Owners

“We can fix anything but a broken heart!”
527 N. Mildred Street, Ste 1 304-725-2656
Ranson, WV 25438 304-725-1710

Quality, award-winning toys 
and games that inspire  

a child’s natural creativity  
& imagination!

Visit our New Larger Store!
122 West German Street 

304-876-1174

Member FDIC • Equal Housing Lender

There is something selfish in all of us particularly when we see or perceive something unusual, especially interesting from 
our perspective, or just simply beautiful. I find myself wanting to capture it, to somehow posses it and keep it—like a little 
boy chasing butterflies. That is why drawing and painting is such an important part of my life.                     —Mike Austin

DIANE BOWARD

garden design

organic and conservation gardening

304.283.7373

harvester50@yahoo.com

Essays, Art & Poetry

 3 Beware of Economic Piety. By Randall Tremba

 12–13 ARTWORKS Kelly Scudieri. By Nan Broadhurst

 14 POETRY Tom Donlon. Edited by Ed Zahniser

 15 One Good Turn. By Marjorie Dower

 16 A Perennial Question. By Monica Grabowska

  17 ALL CREATURES GREAT AND SMALL Nature and Netflix. By Mark Madison

 20 The Inner Christmas. By Anne Murphy-Oswald 

People, Places & Things

 4 One Truly Impressive Assistance Program. By Toby Raphael and Liz McGowen

 6–7 Happy Anniversary to AFRS. By Claire Stuart

 8 Strong Over Sixty, Spry Over Seventy, Enjoying Over Eighty. By Wendy Mopsik

 9 Align Your Body as Well as Your Car. By Marie DeWalt

 10–11 A Semester in Siena. By Alison Hornbeck

 18 The Really, Really Free Market. By Robby Glenn and Brandon Nesmith

 19 From the Archives

  

Faith, Hope & Charity 

 5 Annual Appeal
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 22 Donors
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